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A MODERX

DICK WHITTINGTOX

CHAPTEE I.

OVER THE WALL.

" So Sir Charles is coming to Hillsland, I hear,

Lorry?
"

" Yes, for a day or two."

The question and answer were both as in-

different as the human voice could make them.

The speakers, in fact, had been talking of some-

thing else, of far more importance to both of

them, but unhappily they were not agreed upon

it. Kate Salesby and Lawrence Merridew were

as old friends as their united ages—which were

but one-and-forty—permitted them to be, but of

late they had differed—though they had never

" fallen out "—upon one subject.

The young woman was the elder, and she

B



2 A MODERN DICK WRITTINGTON.

looked it. Her tall figure, though far from

plump, was fully developed ; her face, which but

for the kiss of the sun, from which she had taken

little pains to protect herself, would have borne

comparison with that of any fashionable beauty,

had a sedate expression which, while it became

her admirably, suggested discretion. It was

well for her, one would say, that under the

present circumstances she possessed it. The

young fellow who was her companion, though

by no means so handsome for a man as she for

a woman, had great personal attractions. His

appearance was peculiar; he had fair curling

hair, a delicately chiselled face of bronze, and

very dark eyes. Such a contrast might not

itself have suited every taste, but the expression

of the face was charming ; full of intelligence,

sympathising, demonstrative, and but a moment
ago fervent with passionate aiopeal. Under the

spell of such eloquence of feature, it would have

been difficult for any woman, not uusexed, to

have resisted him, and it had cost even Kate

Salesby a struggle.

As she cast down her beautiful eyes under

his passionate glance, they had, however, fallen
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upon liis boots, which, being patched and

old, reminded her of certain obstacles to his

prayer, absolutely insurmountable, but which for

the moment she had almost forgotten. To

strengthen her resolve, though it gave her pain,

she compelled herself as he went on to take an

inventory of his apparel. It had never been of

good material, and it was mended—very neatly,

but still mended—in half-a-dozen places ; even

his " w^ideawake " was frayed at the edges ; and

it was wonderful (she thought to herself) how

well nevertheless he looked. Few, few indeed are

the human countenances that can overcome the

effect of a bad hat, and yet Lawrence Merridew

overcame it. He looked a gentleman and some-

thing more and much more, as the girl vaguely

recognised, for all the shortcomings of his clothes.

She was but poorly dressed herself, as one of

her own sex would have pronounced at once
;

there were no patches, however, and if she had

stood "in silk attire," instead of that simple

print, she could not have looked more distin-

guished. It is strange how often we hear of

Nature's noblemen, when Nature's noblewomen,

who are much more often met with, are alto-

B 2



4 A MODERN DICK WHITTINGTON.

gether ignored. So far as birth was concerned,

however, Kate was much the superior of her

companion, for she belonged to one of the oldest

families in Cornwall—so old, indeed, that it had

worn itself out ; whereas the Merridews were

nouveaux riches, only Lawrence was nouveau and

not riclie, as will be presently made plain.

"" What you suggest, my dear Lorry," she

had been saying, after that review of his raiment,

" for I wdll not call it by so serious a name as a

proposal, is out of the question ; it is a dream

—

delightful, I confess, to me as to you—but from

which, as matters stand, were we to indulge in

it, we should have indeed a rude awakening.

Of your truth and honour I have no doubt ; I

believe every word you say to me ; nay, since

you press me, I do not deny that I love you

;

but love does not blind me as it blinds you. I

look—it may seem cruel to you, but I am cruel

only to be kind—beyond to-day and even to-

morrow. It is my nature, perhaps, to do so,

but I have had also a bitter home experience

of what comes of not looking forward—of trust-

ing to that something good to happen to us

which never does happen. How^ beautiful is this
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orchard in which we are now standing ; how

bright and beautiful are these apple blossoms
;

how cool the long grasses on which we tread
;

how laden with the coming summer is the air

we breathe ! But before the year is out these

trees will be bare, and their fruit fallen; the

ground will be a swamp ; it will be difficult to

recognise the spot which the spring and the sun-

light make so charming to us. So it would be,

almost as soon, with your love story if I were

weak enough to listen to it ; its passion would

have passed away, its glory would have faded,

through no fault of j^ours or mine. Poverty

—

abject poverty—would have blighted it. It is

true you only ask for a promise ; but when that

is given, how hard it will be to deny you

more!
"

*' I will ask no more, Kitty," he broke in

earnestly. *' I will be content with your

promise."

" You think so now, but you would not

think so then ; moreover, I should not be con-

tent to wait for you indefinitely. I know there

are women who, when once they have confessed

their love, would be content to wait ; but I do
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not possess their nobility of soul. There is,

moreover, another thing, Lorry, you would do

well to consider
;
you rate me too high, you

credit me with virtues I do not possess."

*' You are good enough for me, Kitty, at all

events," he answered gently, " and much better

than I deserve."

" I do not say that, though I have no mean

^opinion of myself. You will be a husband of

whom—one day—any woman should be proud
;

but under present circumstances you are not, as

my father would say, ' good enough/ The very

thought of him, and the pass to which poverty

has brought him and me, hardens my heart

against you, Lorr3^"

She did not look " hard ;
" her face was full

of tenderness, though her voice was firm and

even cold. He put his arm out—for he was close

by her— to clasp her waist, but she drew back.

" JN^o, Lorry," she said, "not again, nor per-

haps ever again. This has gone far enough. I

will not be fooled by my own fancy."

*' Fancy !

" he exclaimed reproachfully.

" Do you call your love for me by such a name

as that ?
"
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"What other name can better suit it?

What is it, as I have said, but a pleasant

dream ? We are penniless, you and I ; and

only not beggars because there is no one in

the whole wide world to whom we can sue for

help. In a little time you will have left Eng-

land, with what hope of coming back again a

prosperous man I need not ask you. Your

calling has been chosen for you, and is a dis-

tasteful one ; an5 fortunes are not made that

way. Yet you wish me to promise to wait

here for years and years until you have made

one. There is one chance, to be sure, beside.

Perhaps joxiv grandfather may provide for you

;

perhaps, as my father says when he is merry

—

that is when he is not sober—the heavens may

fall, and we may have lark pie for supper. Is

your grandfather so fond of you? Is your

Uncle Eobert, who rules him, likely to advocate

your claims upon him? You do not, I know,

hope that your mother will die, that you may

inherit her scanty income. What is your hope

then ? What is the lot in life—at its best, at

its brightest—you ask me to share ?
"

She spoke without contempt, but like one
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who is conscious that his arguments are irre-

sistible.

The young man bowed his head before them,

as though before some physical force.

*' You forget that I have my pen," he mur-

mured plaintively.

" Indeed, I do not forget it. Your fine

brain, and the fancies that inhabit it, are not

the least among the many things for which I

love and admire you. I am no judge of such

matters, it is true, but I believe you have great

talents ; nay, since among such surroundings

and discouragements you exercise them as you

do, it may be even genius that you possess

;

but even if you do, what then ? Grenius, as my
father says of a goose, is too much for one but

not enough for two. It turns a man's head, but

not the kitchen spit. Geniuses, even the best

of them, are poor, dear Lorry, and setting aside

other considerations, better without wives."

" But although I may never be rich, Kitty,

I may yet make money, by writing, sufficient

for our simple needs."

The girl's lips curled at this ; she was not

enamoured of such simplicity ; " the root and
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the spring " were too familiar to her to be at-

tractive ; but her companion thought that she

was expressing incredulity of his literary powers,

and it cut him to the heart.

*'I believe I have a better chance with

my pen than you think, Kitty," he answered

gently.

" I did not mean that'' she replied earnestly,

and with a quick flush. "You do not think,

you surely do not think, that I was making

—

well, making light of your talents. Lorry dar-

ling
;
you may think me hard and mercenary, but

T am not like that."

She stepped forward with tears in her eyes

and kissed his cheek. It was a dangerous im-

pulse ; the young fellow had been gradually

quieting down under his companion's judicious

treatment, and it brought about a relapse.

" You do love me a little, then, after all ?
"

he exclaimed triumphantly.

" I love you so much, Lorry, that I will not

permit you to ruin yourself for my sake."

" Yes, yes," he answered impatiently. " I

understand all that, though I do not agree

with it ; but what I mean is, if I have a little
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luck in literature, if I make enougli before I go

abroad to be an earnest of better fortune
"

She shook lier head. " That will not do,

Lorry," she put in resolutely. " That would

be promise and not performance, which is the

very thing you propose to exact from me."

" But if I made enough by my pen in Eng-

land within the year—such an income as would

do away with the necessity of my going to

Singapore at all—would you give me j^our

promise then ?
"

*' What ! If you made an income before you

were twenty-one years of age ? Well, there

can be no harm in saying ' Yes ' to that, because

it would be a miracle, and miracles do not

happen. You no more expect such a thing than

I do."

" Still, I have your promise," he answered

—

it must be confessed, in no very hopeful tone.

" My poor Lorry, it can be but the promise

of a promise, the shadow of a shadow ; but such

as it is you are w^elcome to it. Now let us give

over this unprofitable talk and discourse of some-

thing else."

And then it was that she had put the ques-
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tion about Sir Charles Walden's coming to Hills-

land ; and he had answered that his stay would

be for a day or two. She continued in an

amused tone

—

" And what is supposed to be Sir Charles's

attraction ?
"

Lawrence shrugged his shoulders. He had

reall}^ given little thought to the matter, but the

indifference born of his present condition—dis-

appointed, denied, almost rejected as he felt him-

self to be—would have prevented him giving

any subject his attention.

" I understand he T\dshes to make the ac-

quaintance of my grandfather."

At this the young girl burst out laughing

;

bright and merry as a bugle horn the music of

her merriment clove the air ; it was no guffaw

such as man, coarse man, indulges in when his

sense of humour is inordinately tickled, but yet

" so clear and far " it sped that it set the echo

that lived in the old lichened wall on the other

side of the orchard replying to it.

" You really think that, do you ? " she ex-

claimed, when she got her breath. '' Then it

will be a sin and a shame indeed. Lorry, if the
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old fellow leaves you no legacy. Such a com-

pliment deserves a codicil all to itself. Is it

likely that liis High Mightiness Sir Charles

Walden, as learned as the Bishop, though he

says his prayers backwards, as fastidious as Lord

Chesterfield, and a dandy " She suddenly

stopped.

" Pray go on," said Lawrence, with his eyes

on the ground, and as though all talk was now

alike to him ;
" w^hy don't you complete your

description of tlie gentleman's character ?
"

As she remained dumb, he looked up and

saw the reason. Kitty had taken to- her heels,

and was running down to the gate at the bottom

of the orchard like a hare ; but over the wall,

within three feet of him, were the head and bust

of Sir Charles Walden himself—a phenomenon

caused by his being on horseback. He had

been riding on the turf by the side of the road,

which had dulled the noise of his approach, and

how long he had been in his present position

—

with his hat off, in courtesy doubtless to the fair

speaker—it was impossible to guess.



CHAPTEE II.

THE FRANKNESS OF YOUTH.

" Forgive me for my intrusion, Mr. Lawrence,

for I fear I have intruded,'' said the horseman,

with a smile and a bow, but in taking a short

cut to your esteemed grandfather's house, I

have, as often happens with short cuts, gone a

little astray; perhaps you will kindly put me

in the right way."

The graciousness of the tone, the polish of

the speech, could not have been exceeded ; the

face of the speaker, too, beamed with politeness,

but there was a twinkle in his eye which to Law-

rence was terrible, for it said, " All is known to

me, my amorous youth."

To young people of the middle- class, every-

body with a title, especially in the country, has

a certain importance ; but upon Lawrence Merri-

devv (who was unusually exempt from such weak-
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nesses) the lord lieutenant of the county him-

self would have made little impression as an in-

voluntary confidante compared with Sir Charles

Walden, quite apart from the fact that he had

just heard himself called " a dandy " and other

injurious epithets. The baronet was a very

remarkable person indeed, and one whose rank

and wealth formed but a small portion of his

eminence. Lawrence, though it seemed the

other knew even his Christian name, had met

him but once on a public occasion— a village

Hower show—but he knew all about him (or,

rather, thought he knew), like everyone else in

West Cornwall. As learned, as Kitty had said

(only with that unfortunate addition about his

prayers), as the Bishop of the diocese, more

polite than anyone who had ever been heard of

excej)t in books, and fitted equally to shine at a

meeting of the Royal Society or in a ball-room,

Sir Charles Walden was a recluse, though far,

far indeed, from being an ascetic. He was said

in one sense—the county sense—to "live alone"

at Hurlby Castle, because he discouraged all

visitors ; but scandal painted him as by no

means without society of a certain kind, and as
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liaving more than one reason—indeed, a whole

seraglio of them—for seclusion. Nobody knew

whether it v/as true or not, because nobody ever

got the chance of knowing.

He had been a great traveller, but for years

had never left his splendid home, though he was

understood to still maintain relations with the

great world without, including the highest in

the land ; in what was, comparatively speaking,

his youth, he had formed one of her Majesty's

Ministers, in a subordinate post, it is true, but

filled with such success and completeness as

promised the highest honours in the future. At

the same time he had been one of the most

prominent figures (though not, perhaps, the

most popular, for his cynicism forbade itj in

society ; the idol of that courtly circle where

wit shines the brighter for the atmosphere of

dulness in which it shines, and where what is

not conventional seems almost to resemble

genius ; a patron of the turf ; as audacious at

the gaming table (it was said of him) as

thouorh he had the Bank of Eng-land at

his back ; a man of gallantry ; a lover of the

muse ; a pamphleteer and something more in
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letters ; in short, within limits, an Admirable

Crichton.

Then suddenly—none knew for certain why,

except, of course, that a woman was at the

bottom of it—the gay world knew its persona

grata no more. Sir Charles tied the town, and

after years of travel buried himself alive in his

distant and secluded castle. For the moment

his departure made him more talked about than

ever, but in a few days his story paled and faded

as in a dissolving view, before some other Lon-

don scandal, and save in a few discreet boudoirs,

or snug smoking-rooms, was discussed no more. In

the country, however, it was different. His very

naughtiness (if he had been naughty) was an

attraction where gossip found so little to feed

upon. Bluebeard himself, we read, was not un-

popular among the county families till the actual

revelation of his crimes ; and Sir Charles was

known to be unmarried, which immensely added

to his prestige. There were probably very few

young ladies in Cornwall who would not have

been prepared to put up with a little eccentricity

and to forgive a few vague peccadilloes, in ex-

change for thirty thousand a year and a castle. It
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coulu not, indeed, be said of Sir Charles, as in

the ballad, that he was " ov^er young to marry

3'et," but he was " admirablj^ preserved," as if for

that very purpose. " A woman," it is said, "is

as old as she looks." If that test had been

applied to Sir Charles as he now sat upright

on his three iiundred guinea nag, attired in a

perfectly- fitting riding-suit, he was forty-five at

most. If he had been a labouring man, in smock

frock and hobnailed boots, with the usual amount

of rheumatism about his bent shoulders, he would

have been twenty 3^ears older.

To Lawrence's eyes this man looked like one

who, save for the stroke of death, was above the

reach of Fate ; he had everything at his com-

mand of which he himself had nothing. Power,

worship, wealth, accomplishments, learning,

knowledge of mankind ; and he felt not a little

complimented that so exalted a personage should

have addressed him by his Christian name. The

recognition of a face, the recollection of a name,

was one of the many gifts of Sir Charles, and one

which before now had stood him in good stead.

He well understood that the very humblest of

human beings has a respect for his own identity,

c
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and that a slight is more resented than an insult;

for the latter may be given in the heat of passion,

whereas the former can only arise from

habitual contempt. He had set his foot on

many an enemy, but never made one by dis-

dain. He was a cynic to his backboiie, but he

sneered only at principles, not at those who

acted on them. His conduct was exactly the

reverse of those who "do not speak evil of digni-

ties, but of the people who fill them." Such was

his attitude to the world at large ; but when he

disliked anyone his tongue was a flail. It was

never said of him, however, as of many persons,

that he was pleasant when pleased, because

(which is a very different thing) he was always

pleasant unless displeased ; his charm of manner

was inadequately described as capable of " luring

the bird from the bough "—it could lure her

from her very nest ; he was said to have once

extracted five pounds for the poor from the vicar

of Hillskind's pocket—a feat which could only

be appreciated by those who knew that ecclesi-

astic. With the recollection of all these things

;but of that especially) in his mind, Lawrence

vaulted lightly over the wall, and in answer to
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tlie otlier's request to be put in the way to Hills

-

land Hall, replied clieerfully, " I am at your

service, Sir Charles." Many a true word is

spoken in jest, and sometimes, as in this case, in

mere courtesy.

" It is curious, considering how long I have

been in this part of the country, that I have

never but once been inside your grand-

father's house," observed the baronet, as they

moved on slowly together, his fiery but well-

trained steed at once accommodating itself to

the pace of the pedestrian. '' But I am as diffi-

cult to be drawn from my hermitage as a badger.

It struck me as being a very imposing mansion

indeed."

" It is big enough," answered the young

fellow in a tone the indifference of which bor-

dered on contempt.

" And holds a good many people, I under-

stand."

" Oh, yes, it has tenants enough." The

tone had now turned absolutely sarcastic,

and seemed to imply the addition, " and to

spare."

" Why, you speak of it, my young friend, as

c 2
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if it was a warren," exclaimed Sir Charles, with

great amusement.

" It is a warren, though it looks like a lunatic

asylum," returned the other doggedly.

"Now this is really interesting," said the

baronet, as if to himself. " You are the very

person of all others, my dear sir, I wanted to

meet with ; intelligent, observant, and straight-

forward. A little bird has told me all that of

you before, and more, but I suspected exaggera-

tion."

" A little bird !
" echoed the youth, with a

puzzled look.

" Well, yes, if an angel, though wingless,

may be so termed. It was Miss Euth Stratton,

with whom I had some charming conversation

on the same day that I had the pleasure of

making your own acquaintance."

" It was fortunate for me that it Vv'as Cousin

lluth who gave you my character," answered

the young fellow. " If it had been any other

of my relations (save my dear mother), you

would not feel much inclined to be civil to

me."

"I don't know that; I am in the habit of
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judging cliaracter for myself," said Sir Charles

smiling. '' Moreover, when one man gives an

ill report of another, it has to be considered what

his opinion is worth. One may say to me,

' So-and-so is an idle young fellow, who will

never make sixpence,' for instance, and I may

ask myself, ' But how does ke know ? ' He
may not be very diligent in his own vocation,

and have lost a good many sixpences when he

thought to make them himself."

" That was the parson," observed Lawrence

composedly.

" Well guessed
; yes, it was the Eev. Arthur

Grueby. Why should I not say so, since so far

from the information being given in confidence,

it was obviously for distribution. But he is not

a relation, I presume ; onh^ a candid friend of

yours."

" He is a friend of the family, at all events,

a standing dish at the Hall. You will be sure

to meet him at dinner to-night."

" A charming prospect I But w^e were

speaking of your relatives, ' a little more than

kin and less than kind,' as you tell me, and

indeed, thanks to the little bird, I know, of
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course : I wish to liear no secrets, but if you

will give me the carte du pays—for these good

folk are almost entire strangers to me, and you

and I are already friends I feel—I should be

infinitely obliged to you. Now, there is your

Uncle Eobert——

"

" There is unfortunately, yes," interrupted

Lawrence bitterly.

" So bad as that, is it ? He struck me chiefly

(like one better known in society) as being a

very tall man ; but he has doubtless other

characteristics."

" I would rather you discovered them for

yourself, sir. I cannot trust myself to speak of

Eobert Stratton as he deserves." The speaker's

voice trembled with emotion, the nature of which

could be read in his flashing eyes and knitted

brow.

Sir Charles leant forward in his saddle and

laid his hand gently on his companion's

shoulder

—

" Forgive me, Lawrence, for touching so

tender a chord. It is one of the painful riddles

of the world that sensitive natures should so

often be at the mercy of those of coarser fibre—
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in other words, oi mere brutes. It happens,

however, constantly to the female sex, and they

give us a noble example of patience and endur-

ance. That is a philosophic reflection, you may
well observe, that can do no good to anybody

;

let us rather hope that a time may come

when you may have an opportunity of re-

paying this gentleman for his many obliga-

tions. Now as to grandpapa, who is nominally,

at least, my host ; what am I likely to make

of him?"

"I know nothing about him," replied Law-

rence indifferently, " except that he wears a

long white beard and a skull-cap, and looks

like a magician. He is much too great a per-

sonage to trouble himself about my existence.

I have hardly seen him a dozen times in my
life."

*' What ! Not seen your own grandfather,

who lives under the same roof?
"

" Not three times for the last six months."

" This is really delightful," said Sir Charles

with an air of exceeding relish. " I wouldn't

have missed it for worlds. By-the-bye, I hope

I shall not miss your grandfather ; it was the
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prospect of his society with* which your uncle

hired me to Hillsland."

" Oh, he'll see ^ou quick enough, no douht.

It is only that it is not worth his while to

see people generally, but secludes himself in

his own apartments. He was a very great

man in the East, it seems, indeed."

" Eeally ! Not the Grrand Llama, surely ?

He keeps himself to himself like that."

"He was a Commissioner, I believe."

" A commissionaire ?
"

" No, no," answered the 3^oung fellow,

laughing in spite of himself; it was difficult to

be cheerless and despondent in Sir Charles's

company. *' He was the Governor of some

Indian province, and he can never forget it.

He thinks that all of us ought to salaam and

prostrate ourselves before him."

"And do you?"
*' Those who are admitted to his presence

approach it, I believe, on all fours ; that is

one of the reasons which makes exile from it

tolerable to me."'

"And has h.e no favourites?"

" Yes, Euth enjoys that distinction."
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"It is not surprisiDg ; she is a charming

voungr woman."

"Yes, but what is remarkable, she actually

likes /iim. I say to her sometimes, ' You will

be liking Uncle Eobert next.'
"

"And what does she say to that?"
" Oh, then she only laughs ; because, of

course, such a thing is impossible."

" But there is a Mrs. Eobert Stratton, is

there not ? Doesn't she like her husband ?
"

"Adores him."

"Come, that shows there must be some

good in your uncle, after all."

" Not at all. It only shows my aunt is a

fool."

" Well, upon my life, young gentleman, for

candour
"

" I beg your pardon, and her pardon," put

in Lawrence impulsively. " I had no right

to say anything of the kind. The notion of

people liking Uncle Eobert puts me out of all

patience with them ; but his wife is delicate and

tender-hearted, and believes in her husband, who

I must say takes a great deal of care of her,

though doubtless for some wicked end."
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" You are a good hater, Master Lawrence,"

said Sir Charles, with a keen glance at his

young companion.

" I have good cause to be," replied the young

fellow curtly. '' There is the Hall upon your

left."



CHAPTEE III.

FATHER AND SON.

Whatever might be said against Hillsland

Hall, it had certainly size to recommend it ; no

one could call it '' a one-horse affair," or even a

pair-horse ; it was a four-horse van—a caravan

—

of the first magnitude. As to its architecture,

it had something to suit ahuost every taste, and

a great deal that suited none. It was com-

menced by Mr. Stratton's orders, so that when

he arrived in England he should find a mansion

suitable to his position and requirements, and

the architect who had been entrusted with it had,

perhaps in obedience to his patron's injunctions

that it should be " light and airy," leant to the

Italian style.

It was a palace with a verandah running

round it, a hall of great splendour in its centre

paved with exquisite mosaic, and as many apart-
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ments, all more or less draughty, as an Ameri-

can hotel. The Commissioner had so far ap-

proved, but requested that something should be

imparted to it to remind the beholder of the

gorgeous East. Whereupon certain minarets

had been erected side by side with the campa-

nilla, and so much more air introduced that

when the shivering proprietor came home to it

he found it utterly uninhabitable. Then another

architect was called in, who, if he could have

had his will, would not have left one stone upon

another, but who was obliged to content him-

self with fronting the pile anew, so that it had

the resemblance of a gigantic toy enclosed, for

purposes of travel, in a Gothic box. But even

that did not keep the draughts from being too

much for the Commissioner's delicate frame ; he

had forgotten during his gilded exile what the

English climate was even in Cornwall, and it

was brought to his remembrance in a very un-

pleasant manner. So that within his castle he

had, as it were, built another for warmth and

comfort—which afterwards turned out very use-

ful for seclusion—a suite of rooms, guarded by

double doors hung with heavy curtains, and
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paved with carpets on which a horse soldier could

have galloped without making the least noise.

At first he had gone about a bit, in fear, but of

late years had been confined almost entirely to

these apartments by age, infirmity, or as some

said, by sheer ill-temper at finding himself held

by his neighbours in such small account.

When this Satrap had taken the air in his

own province, a thousand dusky forms had pros-

trated themselves before him in token of their

awe and submission ; whereas at Hillsland, if

some rustic pulled his forelock in acknowledg-

ment of his presence, it was the most he could

expect. Often as not, Hodge only wiped his

mouth with the back of his hand, and remarked

to his fellow, " That there's the naybob, Jim
;

him as used to ride a helefant." In former

days a languid clap of his hands would be re-

sponded to " with obedient start " by a score of

servitors ; now it only brought old Hassam, the

only native who had followed his fortunes to his

master's side. On the other hand, it must be

confessed that the ex-Commissioner was very

much " looked up to " (not perhaps in a moral

sense, but as from low to higher, not to say
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highest) by his family, which were numerous

and of unusually varied stocks. His word was

law to them when he condescended so low as

to give them a w^ord, which was very seldom.

What he had to say in the way of direction and

command was said by deputy, through his only

surviving son, Mr. Eobert Stratton.

This gentleman was his father's right-hand

man in every department of life ; even his ad-

viser, though he would never have been so

foolish as to hint as much ; the ex-Commissioner

was the Saltan, with the power of life and

death, as it were, over all his belongings, and

his son was but his Grrand Vizier, only he played

that part with such consummate skill that he

did in fact rule his master. All ordinary trans-

actions the deputy performed with a success that

was really considerable, and so far as his master

knew to the contrary, absolutely complete ; and

then those extraordinary ones which seemed to

require tact and delicacy he performed too, only

w^ithout them. For example, he was his father's

almoner ; every relative who had his home at

the Hall—or rather, called it home, for the

word was certainly a misnomer—was wholly de-
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pendent upon its lord and master, and none ever

received their doles without Mr. Iiobert remind-

ing them of the fact that it was the bread of

dependence. He himself, though it was whis-

pered he took good care that his own services

w^ere w^ell remunerated, was under no obligation

in this respect. He was not indeed rich in his

own right, and to say truth had at one time

been in very low water indeed ; but before the

tide had left him absolutely bare and dry he

had had the luck to marry an heiress. This

had been the initial factor in the ex-Com-

missioner's respect for him ; to find one of his

family doing well for himself had filled him with

astonishment and admiration ; and having once

got his foot in the door that led to the old man's

confidence, Robert had pushed his way in.

The two were closeted together, w^hen their

expected visitor and Lawrence Merridew came in

slight of the Hall, in the ex-Commissioner's

sanctum. It w^as a moderate-sized apartment,

but furnished with much luxury and even mag-

nificence. On the ceiling's lustrous blue were

painted Eastern birds of gorgeous hue which

>eemed to wing their native skies ; on tlie tall
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screens that fenced the occupant from every

draught were depicted the sports or pursuits in

which he had taken part when engaged in shak-

ing the pagoda tree, a tiger hunt, or a battue of

peacocks, the procession of some nativ^e prince,

or an Indian durbar. The walls were hung:

with shining spears, matchlocks inlaid with

silver, and daggers, their handles rough with

gold and bright with jewels. The air of the

room was not only oppressively warm to persons

in good health, but heavy with the scent of

sandal-wood, of which most of the furniture was

composed.

The habitual tenant of this chamber was as

alien-looking and foreign to our idea of what is

English as its contents. He was an old man, as

his silver hair a;nd long white beard testified, but

a still more convincing witness was the network

of wrinkles that covered his sunburnt face from

brow to chin ; so fine and so numerous were they

that they produced the effect of an exquisite!}^

delicate and elaborate tattoo. But under his still

black brows his dark eyes sparkled 3^et, and spoke

of the vigour and vitality that were left in him.

He was attired in a flowing dressing-gown of"
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richest silk which, as he lay propped up by

cushions on an ebony couch, reached to his

scarlet slipper ; on his head was a black skull-

cap, and between his bloodless lips the amber

mouthpiece of a hookah which, with coil on coil,

like a serpent shining in the sun, wound itself

at last into a glass receptacle at his feet. Only

when he spoke was the monotonous " hubble-

bubble " of the instrument, to which air and

fire and water all contributed, intermitted ; it

seemed a part of its proprietor's breathing appa-

ratus, and to go on for " ever." In front of his

skull-cap sparkled a huge diamond ; on his long,

brown fingers were rings of the same precious

stones ; he was immensely fat, and around his

middle was a cord of tasselled silk that looked

like a girdle of gold. Upon the whole he looked

more like some pagod than a man at all, and

the more so from the strong contrast his ap-

pearance presented to that of his companion and

only son.

Eobert Stratton was tall and somewhat spare,

but very powerfully built. As a young man

—

and he was now but middle-aged with brown

hair still clustering over his forehead untinged

D
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with grey—he must have been handsome, and

might have been so still but for a saturnine and

almost sinister expression that marred his fea-

tures. Even when he smiled this did not wholly

disappear. It is a provision of nature that

after the exercise of certain qualities for a long

term of years, they are to be read in a man's

face, for the warning or encouragement of his

fellows ; on the other hand nature, careful of the

tiger as of the lamb, hel^^s him when the im-

pression produced is bad to counteract their

effect. Mr. Eobert Stratton had, when he chose

to use it, a melodious voice, which coming from

one of his stature, seemed itself an affability,

and which with those who had not the ill-fortune

to know him, often disarmed suspicion. Indeed,

in one case at least, where, if anywhere, one

would have thought he was well known—that

of his wife—it altogether redeemed him. The

soft nothings which he had indulged in before

marriage were still whispered into the same ears,

and believed by them, as then, to have a genuine

significance. This gentleness of speech, how-

ever, which when employed in her case was

merely a safeguard, became to others a weapon
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of offence more terrible than the loudest tongue,

and he made use of it habitually, even in anger.

He is standing with his back to the fire—for the

fire, like the vestal flame, burns perpetuall}^ in

the old Indian's room—but not as would have

been the case elsewhere, with his coat-tails under

his arms ; it would have been an attitude too

easy, and savouring of disrespect in the presence

of one so exalted as the ex-Commissioner. Mr.

Eobert never forgot the subject in the son.

" He is sure not to disappoint us, I suppose,"

the old man was saying, with the frown that

had ploughed those parallel lines on his wrinkled

brow.

" I should hope, indeed, sir, he would not

venture upon such a proceeding. It is true

Sir Charles is said to be tlie creature of caprice,

but he would surely think twice—and thrice

—

before treating a man of your position with such

disrespect. Moreover, he expressed to me at the

flower-show the very great pleasure with which

he looked forward to making your acquaintance

;

' A man,' he said, * of unique attainments and

quite exceptional administrative capacity. I

never leave my hermitage,' he added 'as you

D 2
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know, to mingle in ordinary society, but your

father is no ordinary man.'
"

All this was delivered in a mellifluous tone,

but so distinct that not a word was lost, though

it was clear from the other's putting a hollowed

hand up to his ear that his hearing had some-

what failed him. At every complimentary ob-

servation the small cap nodded courteous ap-

proval, and the hubble-bubble seemed to breathe

satisfaction.

" It is something," the old gentlemen re-

plied, " to find one's efforts in a distant land,

and on behalf of another race, appreciated by

sucb a student of mankind as Sir Charles

Walden. You think, however, there may have

been another attraction for him at Hillsland."

"A secondary one, yes; Euth certainly

seemed to take his fancy."

"It is no wonder ; her mother was very

handsome ; and she has also a resemblance to

poor Cyril."

There was a silence for once, the hubble-

bubble ceased, the amber mouthpiece of the

nargileh had dropped unnoticed from the

smoker's lips. Eobert Stratton's hand went up
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to the smootli sliaven face to liide the sneer

which every reference to his dead brother always

evoked ; he was jealous of him though he had

been so long in his grave
;
jealous of the place

he still held in his father's memory
;
jealous of

the orphan daughter whose beauty, gentleness,

and courage endeared her to all in that many-

peopled house save him.



CHAPTER lY.

HOW THE DINNER PARTY WAS ARRANGED.

" Who was with you at the flower-show beside

Ruth ? " inquired the ex-Commissioner, after a

long pause.

*'Jane."

" XJmph !
" The monosyllable was somehow

not complimentary to Jane. The tone in which

it was uttered seemed to imply that if there was

another attraction at Hillsland Hall beside its

proprietor and his granddaughter it was not

likely to be Jane. She was, nevertheless, an

important personage there ; next to her father

and her brother Robert, the most important, and

one who, since she managed and supervised the

whole household, it was even more expedient to

be on good terms with, if possible ; but this was

not easy to accomplish.

The other daughters of the house, Mrs.
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Merridew and Mrs. Lock, were both widows
;

but they had at one time of course possessed

husbands, which had not happened to their ekler

sister, and that circumstance, some said, had

soured her. But this explanation was only given

by charitable persons, who had had no experi-

ence of Jane before she became of a marriage-

able age. She had been always sour ; a crab-

apple to begin with, of which no amount of skill

and culture could have made a sweet apple.

There was nothing about her like an apple ; she

was more like a pear—a prickly one—which, let

it hang as long as it will, never grows mellow.

She had been hanging for nearly fort}^ years,

and only grew harder and harder.

'' It would have been better to let Mrs.

Merridew chaperon Euth," continued the old

man, with irritation; "the child is never like

herself—that is, at her best—with Jane. She

should have been accompanied by someone for

whom she has a liking."

" Lawrence was with her."

'' I thought you said there was no one but

you there," exclaimed the old man angrily.

" Why do you attempt to deceive me ?
"
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'' I should not be so foolish as to do that,

sir, even if I were wicked enough," returned the

other, smiling. " When I said nobody, save us

three, were present on the occasion to which

you refer, I had forgotten Lawrence, who, in

fact, is nobody."

"He is my grandson."

" But unworthy, as you yourself have said,

sir," replied the other hastily, ''to be remem-

bered as such."

" Eemembered ? Wh}^ do you say remem-

bered?'' In his indignation the old gentleman

turned his slippered feet off the sofa (as if they,

too, had offended him), and sat up. " You are

thinking of my will."

This was a subject, it was true, that was

very often in Mr. Eobert Stratton's thoughts
;

but at that moment nothing was further from

them ; a more groundless accusation was never

made.

" You shock me, sir ; you positively shock

me," he replied with emotion. If I used an in-

appropriate term you should remember that it

is not every one who has the gift of expressing

themselves in the fittest words as you have. I
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am surely not to blame, considering the nnduti-

ful and thankless manner in which the boy has

behaved to you, for forgetting your relationship

;

whenever I see him, I say to myself (thinking

of your goodness and the return it has met with)

can that be your grandson ?
"

" I don't wonder at it, when you let him go

about in clothes that would disgrace a scavenger?

My grandson ! Why, he looks more like my
cow-boy."

*' But nobody ever sees him," objected Mr.

Eobert gently.

" / see him—or, at least, I saw him three or

four days ago—from this very window."

This argument was unanswerable. It would

have been very true, but very injudicious, to

have observed that Mr. Stratton had seen his

grandson a good many times in very indifferent

apparel, without the circumstance attracting his

attention. As he ignored his existence, it was

only reasonable to conclude that he ignored his

clothes ; but opposition was a thing that the ex-

Commissioner detested only less than any refer-

ence to his own demise. That unhappy word,

*' remembered " had filled him with indignation,
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which, curiously enough was taking the un-

expected direction of a fashionable fit-out for

Lawrence Merridew.

" Has he no other clothes than those dis-

reputable rags in which he met my eye ? " in-

quired the old gentleman, now almost foaming

at the mouth.

" Certainly, sir, he has his Sunday suit,

which I will take care he wears till others have

been provided for him ; I need not say that

when he went to the flower-show he was suitably

apparelled."

" I hope so, indeed. Why, suppose Sir

Charles was to see him as I saw him !

"

" That, sir," said Mr. Eobert earnestly (it

was the very moment in which the expected

guest had arrived with Lawrence on the hill-

top), "is to the last degree unlikely ; but I will

take steps to render it impossible."

" All the preparations for Sir Charles's re-

ception have, I conclude, been made, Eobert."

" You may rest assured of that, sir ; I do

not think, so far as his comforts are concerned,

that he will find anything to make him regret

his visit."



HOW THE DINXEB PARTY WAS AERAXGED. 43

" The great point is, however, that he may

be induced to repeat it. Whatever caprice he

exhibits—and I am told he is full of caprices

—

must of course be indulged. His likes and dis-

likes should be very carefully attended to."

" I have made his character my study, sir,

from the moment that your intelligence sug-

gested to me the advantage of his alliance. His

aversion to society, for example, has caused me

to invite—that is, in j^our name, of course —no

one to meet him to-night except Grrueby."

"And why Grueby ? I thought Sir Charles

disliked parsons ?
"

"Well, you see, Grrueby is not very much

like a parson ; indeed, he is rather, so to speak,

on the other side, and he knows about sporting

matters, in which Sir Charles takes some inte-

rest. They are also already acquainted."

" Do you think that an advantage—to

Grrueby ? " inquired the old gentleman cunningly.

" Mr. Eobert's huge frame shook with ad-

miring laughter. '* Capital, capital !
" he splut-

tered. " How rare is the gift of humour

!

What sagacity, too—what knowledge of human

life !

" Then, with an effort after seriousness,
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" Grueby, of course, does not recommend him-

self to you, sir, but tbere are natures—and high

ones, too—that love to stoop. I think Sir

Charles takes pleasure in the man."

" Well, well," returned the other, much

mollified, " so long as you don't put me next to

him. By-the-bye, how have you arranged that

matter ? I mean the dinner-table. Sir Charles

will be on my right hand, of course."

'' Most certainly—when the ladies have with-

drawn."

At that pause there was a struggle in the

hubble-bubble as though it were choking.

" I have the list here," continued Eobert,

pulling a paper from his pocket, and fixing his

eyes on it with great earnestness, to avoid the

glare of indignation with which he was well

aware he was being regarded. " Our guest, of

course, must have a lady on either side of him.

He will take my wife in to dinner."

" I thought she was indisposed—too delicate

and that sort of thing for dinnerparties," growled

the old gentleman.

" That is so ; but on an occasion of this kind,

in which, as she has been told, you feel a par-
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ticular interest, she will not shrink from a little

exertion. It was her own proposal."

'' I don't believe a word of it," cried the ex-

Commissioner. " Man proposes and disposes too

in your case. It was her husband who put it

into her head, I'll warrant."

'' It was indeed I who mentioned to her the

possible importance of the entertainment," ob-

served Mr. Robert softly ;
'' but she herself at

once expressed her willingness to further its

intention. " ' I am not so ill,' she said, ' but

that I can do something.'
"

" Humph ! it won't be much, then
;
parties

are not in her way. She's an invalid."

If the ex-Commissioner had said, '* She is

sure to get drunk," his tone could not have ex-

pressed greater dissatisfaction. " Now, Mrs. Mer-

ridew has been used to society—the very best."

" Let us hope so, since she paid such a price

for it," answered the other drily. " My wife,

however, has not been unaccustomed to see quite

as eminent persons as Sir Charles Walden at

her father's table. If he did not represent his

borough in Parliament himself, he returned the

man that did."
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" Shoddy, my dear Eobert, shoddy ; there is

something in social position that no money can

buy. You may have lakhs and lakhs of rupees,

but if you are uncovenanted, where are you ?

I have not, however, a word to say against Mrs.

Eobert, if you can keep her off her symptoms

and her remedies ; but I will not have her

emptying her medicine chest over any guest of

mine. Well, on the other side of Sir Charles

you will put Euth of course."

" Indeed, sir, I think that would be hardly

judicious. She is very young, and has no right

to any such position."

" What, my granddaughter, and the daughter

of my eldest son, no right ? Then 1 should like

to see the girl who /lad rights."

" I was merely referring to her tender years,

sir. It is not usual—at least in t/iis country,

where infant marriages are discouraged—to place

the guest of the evening next a young, un-

married girl. It would also have an undesirable

significance. Mrs. Merridew is, as you were

observing, in every way qualified to be Sir

Charles's left-hand neighbour."

" Well, well, arrange it as you please. We
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shall be but a small party, and all pretty close

together. AYith Jane I make eight of us at

present. Is that right?
"

'' Quite right, sir. One less than the Muses

is, I believe, the orthodox prescription for a

dinner party. With Aunt Jerry we should be

one too many, and for other reasons she had

better be out of it."

" Aunt Jerry is certainly not much like a

Muse," admitted the ex-Commissioner.

" Unless it is the Muse of Ancient History,"

smiled Mr. Eobert; "she seems to remember

nothing that did not happen thirty years ago."

" Things were better worth remembering

then than they are now," observed the other

sententiously. Mr. Eobert looked up in sur-

prise ; it was rarely indeed that his father ever

gave way to sentiment. " I can recall Aunt

Jerry, as you call her," he went on, with a look

that seemed to search the past, " as pretty as

Euth. Lock, too, was a handsome young fellow,

and when he married her was counted one of tiie

richest men in the county."
'"' He might have kept his money, too," ob-

served Eobert, with a keen glance of significance
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at bis father, '' but for bis tbinking tbat ' Tom
Tiddler's ground ' was underground instead of

above it."

" Tbere are mines and mines," observed the

old gentleman coolly, " and even in lead mines

tbere are cbances of recovery. Tbe Common
Wbeal, for example, was said to be exhausted in

Lock's time, and now it bids fair to bead tbe

market. He was an unfortunate fellow in every-

thing except bis marriage, was Lock."

" And tbat was very unfortunate for us'' re-

marked Mr. Eobert acidly. " I can imagine a

man who has little to lose of bis own taking

great risks, but for a man of means to run tbe

chance of beggary in the hopes of getting a little

richer is in my opinion tbe act of a madman."
" That sounds very well, and would look

very nice in a copy-book, Eobert ; it is a pity

you have no children to profit by your moral

reflections. By-tbe-bye, there is tbe boy Law-

rence ; what is to be done with him to-night ?
"

"He will dine with Aunt Jerry in her own

apartments, and so be kept out of the way."



CHAPTEli y.

LAWRENCE AND HIS RELATIVES.

'' Yonder is the carriage, with my rascal Thorn-

ton behind it," exckiimed Sir Charles, as Law-

rence and he looked down on the Hall from the

hill-top. " Your people will be wondering why
I have not abeady made my appearance, so with.

your good leave and many thanks for your

guidance we will part company for the present.

It is just as w^eli, perhaps, that you and I should

not be known as friends."

It was an act of consideration—and some-

thing more—that his companion thoroughly

appreciated, for thereby Sir Charles not only

showed that he understood his young friend's

position in the household, but declared himself

his ally. Where he was mistaken, as Lawrence

bitterly redected, was in his expectation that

they should soon meet again, as for instance at

E
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the dinner table. He knew, as well as tlioiigli

he had been present at the interview then going

on between his grandfather and his Uncle

Robert, that he w^ould not be one of the guests.

Though twenty years of age, and much better

fitted for companionship than anyone within ten

miles of Hillsland, Lawrence generally dined

early, like a child, and had supper by himself,

or sometimes a " meat tea " with Aunt Jerry

;

this was not for economy or convenience, but

simply an arrangement of Uncle Robert's designed

for the humiliation of the boy ; it failed in its

intent, for Lawrence much preferred to take his

evening meal, as he would have preferred to take

every other, apart from his enemy, and he had so

much else and worse to resent in his kinsman's

conduct towards him that this slight seemed but

a flea-bite.

How a hatred between two human beings

first begins (on one side) it is sometimes difficult

to discover ; there are such layers and layers of

it as time goes on that what cast the original

shade—though it was at the time distinct

enough—has become undistinguishable. We
talk of death ending such dislikes, and it may be
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SO in the case of the one who is first to go, for

" in the grave/' we are told, " there is no remem-

brance ;
" but it is not so in that of the other.

In some cases, and subject to religious influence,

he may forgive, or think that he forgives, but

even if he would he cannot forget. It is not in

human nature. There had probably never been

a time when Eobert Stratton had not disliked

his nephew^ Lawrence Merridew. His father

had been a Guardsman, and Eobert's social

superior ; for a few years he had been looked up

to as a feather in the cap of the family. They

had not grudged him the money he took out of

it as his wife's dower, because they thought they

w^ould have received its equivalent in social con-

sideration. But Colonel Merridew, who drove

four-in-hand and w^as an authority at White's

on most subjects, and whose movements were

recorded in the " Fashionable Intelligence " as a

matter of positive interest, was a very different

person from that gallant officer after he had

succumbed to an attack of chicken hazard

(though it had lasted but ten hours), and not

only lost his whole fortune (wdiich indeed, thanks

to previous inroads of the same complaint, would
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liave been a small matter), but almost all that

of his wife also.

When he died of a fever, some years after-

wards, in by no means well furnished lodgings,

he left little behind him, save Lawrence, who

—

though a comfort to his mother—w^as hardly

looked upon at Hillsland Hall as an acquisition.

His being so comely, and for his age so bright

and intelligent, did not count for much in his

favour. Such gifts were, indeed, absolutely

against him with his uncle—who had no share

in them—and with sour Aunt Jane. If he had

been a Stratton, they might have attracted his

grandfather, as, indeed, though she was of the

wrong sex, they did in Euth's case ; if his eldest

son, though nothing to boast about, but rather

the contrary—had left a son and heir, things

might have been different with the ex-Com-

missioner in his old age.

Robert, who had never had his father's affec-

tion, though he had now (by no means without

hard striving) his ear and trust, was childless, a

circumstance which caused him the bitterest dis-

appointment. Perhaps one of the reasons why he

hated Lawrence was because, though only in the
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female line, he was the sole male of his genera-

tion in the family. Jealousy of this kind is • as

common in ordinary households as in those oi'

the blood royal.

Eobert had stood between the lad and his

grandfather's favour from the first, and had so

contrived to keep him out of the old man's

presence that, as we have seen, it took some

extraordinary incident to remind him even of

his existence ; and with ever}^ wrong that he

did the boy, he hated him more and more. jS^ow

that Lawrence had grown up, actual ill-usage

had become dangerous, for though the uncle had

thews and sinews far superior to those of his

junior, the latter would by no means have sub-

mitted to it, but would have used any weapon

that came handy ; and moreover there would

have been the public scandal. In later years,

therefore. Uncle Eobert, with the exception of

such small personal humiliations as excluding

him from the late dinner paiiy, had confined

himself to striking at Lawrence through his

mother, a mode of attack Avhich involved the

minimum of danger while ioflicting the maximum
of pain.
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Mrs. Merridew, tliough far from a wise

woman, as her marriage had shown, had been at

one time as encragfino: in manners as she was

attractive in person. To say that there had

been no one in the family who could vie with

her in high spirits and conversation was no

high compliment, for they were a dull lot

;

but she had been the light, not only of the Hall,

but of the neighbourhood. Now all her gaiety

had fled, or rather, what remained of it had done

so—for her nature was elastic and could have

borne anything but the dead weight of contempt

and neglect that had been imposed on it—had

died out, spark after spark. The one joy left her

in life was her Lorry ; and Lawrence, she was

told, was worthless and a ne'er-do-well. Her

sister, Miss Jane, had detected this fact even

earlier than her brother Robert, and neither of

them hesitated to communicate to her the dis-

covery.

If he was so clever, they said, how was it

that he had not distinguished himself at the

school to which his grandfather had so generously

sent him? It was not an expensive school, but

it was quite true that but for the ex-Com-
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missioner's aid, Mrs. Merridew would have found

a difficulty in giving the lad an education at all.

Why had he not got a scholarship and gone to

college, and maintained himself like other clever

boys, instead of being a burthen on his mother ?

She did not feel him to be a burthen, far from it,

but the epithet stung her to the quick, as it was

meant to do. She had no choice but to leave

the lad and his future in their cruel hands. It

had finally been decided that in a few months

Lawrence was to go out to Singa^Dore, where his

grandfather's influence had obtained for him a

clerkship in some commercial firm. It was an

employment far from suitable to him, but

" beggars must not be choosers," as Miss Jane

had put it with her usual frankness.

In that great house there were several persons

who pitied his lot, and the misery which his

exile would entail upon his mother, but they

were powerless to avert it. All the servants

adored Master Lorr}^, who had a smile and a kind

word for everybody ; and they liked him none

the less because they knew he was no favourite

with Uncle Eobert and Aunt Jane. Perhaps

his most powerful ally was Mrs. Eobert, who
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had actually expressed an opinion that the lad

was harshly treated ; but her husband had only

smiled and patted her cheek, and said that she

was too gentle and kind for this world, and did

not know what was for good for those cast in

a rougher mould ; as for fretting about the

young fellow going so far away, as she seemed

almost inclined to do (for she was easily moved

to tears), he was obliged to remind her that the

doctors had all warned her against fretting. The

recollection of this circumstance and the convic-

tion of her husband's solicitude about her, had

reduced her sympathies for her sister-in-law and

her child within very reasonable limits. She

was an invalid, as the master of the house had

termed her, of a very inoffensive but pronounced

kind. The state of her own constitution was

the paramount consideration with her, and

though she was only " delicate," and seldom

actually ill, she would perhaps have hardly

welcomed a state of rude health, even had it been

within her reach. She was accustomed to a hot-

house existence, and preferred the care and

petting it procured her, to being let alone and

the open air.
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Aunt Jerry, too, had a tenderness for Law-

rence, which was, however, of little use to him,

and was set down by her more able-minded

relatives as a proof of her imbecility.

If he could be said to have a champion it was

Euth, though she had learnt by experience to

conceal, for his own sake, the aifection with

which she regarded him. When they w^ere

children together she had often flamed up in

generous indigation at the harshness with which

the boy was treated. Only a year or two ago,

indeed, she had spoken some very bitter words to

her uncle on the subject, which had done the

object of her compassion far more harm than

good ; but she had now schooled herself to hold

her tongue about him, though at times she was

near biting it through in keeping that enforced

silence.

The knowledge of the girl's sympathy,

though he knew but the tenth part of it, was

very welcome to the young fellow ; and his

mother's love, though she never dared to reveal

it save w^hen they were alone, compensated him

for much ; but what made life at the Hall less

intolerable to him, and the thoughts of his
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approaching exile more hateful than aught else,

was the neighbourhood of Kate Salesby. Only

one person, save herself, was cognisant of this

fact—and it was not Mrs. Merridew. That

the lad should think of falling in love was too

monstrous a piece of impertinence to be suspected

by the higher powers at the Hall : if he was not

well content with having a roof over his head,

and a " meat tea " every day, and clothing after

a fashion (though a good deal after t/ie fashion),

he must have been an ingrate indeed ; the only

object of his ambition ought by rights to be to

relieve his grandfather of the expense he was

putting him to, and to earn liis own living as

soon as possible, no matter in how remote a

portion of the globe. That he had objects of

interest of his own, in literature and the like,

was unknown to them, and would not have been

understood if it had been known. At the best it

would only have excited some scornful merri-

ment. Neither his uncle nor his aunt would

have murdered Lorry in cold blood, but a very

little extra provocation would have probably

inclined them to do so, if the crime could have

been committed with perfect impunity ; a con-
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dition of affairs that exists in disunited families

mucli oftener than is supposed. Superficial

Christianity, the glaze of civilisation, and above

all the fear of punishment, keep hate and cruelty

among us within certain bounds, but the savage

,

is indigenous here as in Terra del Fuego.

It has been cynicall}^ observed that the worm

will not turn if you tread upon him hard enough,

but this depends upon the nature of the worm

;

in some of that species there is a great deal of

vitality. No one in possession of the facts could

accuse Uncle Robert and Aunt Jane of too much

tenderness in this respect ; they had not treated

their worm, as Izaak Walton did, "as if they

loved him ;
" they had put their heels on him so

hard, and with such persistency, that it was a

wonder that there was even a wriggle left in

him—but there was a wrig-gle. The cause of

this, which they were far indeed from suspecting,

was that much as their victim hated them, he

despised them more. It was curious, but though

subject to such a persistent persecution as might

well have given their victim a conviction of their

superiority, Lawrence Merridew knew himself to

be a head and shoulders above both of them, and
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was conscious of a sense of power, which though

ludicrous enough under the circumstances,

enabled him to suffer and still be strong*. For

one of his years he had what is termed "the

literary gift " in a marked degree, and what

sometimes, though not always, accompanies it,

a confidence in himself, which though often con-

founded with conceit, and indeed is called " con-

founded conceit," is something quite different

from it. However contemptible, indeed, it may

seem to others, to the possessor it is priceless.

Sensitive as his organisation may be, and gene-

rally is, it enables him—while it lasts — to face

the whips and scorns of the world in quite a

surprising manner, as though it were some patent

invention for hardening it, and makes his satin

skin almost pachydermatous.

The worst disadvantage at which Lawrence

Merridew was placed was that hitherto he had

no one to sympathise with his literary aspira-

tions ; the two who loved him were unable to do

so, and perceiving this he had shrunk from

seeking sympathy. Help was coming to him in

this matter, though as yet he knew it not, and in

other matters also, though these too were bej^ond
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his ken. He felt, indeed, that Sir Charles

Walden was friendly inclined towards him ; but

he little guessed how favourable was the im-

pression that his looks and manners, and

especially the reckless frankness with which he

had spoken of his own position, had made upon

his new acquaintance.



CHAPTEE VI.

INTRODUCTIONS.

Even to the eyes of its present visitor, well

accustomed to the dwellings of the great, every-

thing at Hillsland Hall was upon a large scale,

and astonished him hy its unnecessary mag-

nitude. " It is like the Pyramids," was the

baronet's mental reflection, " much too big for

burying people in, even though as in this case

they are alive." The mansion, indeed, was any-

thing but homelike, and suggested a mausoleum,

while its tenants struck him as being possessed

of very little vitality. The Hall was enormous,

and could have held half the county ; and the

drawinof-room was of similar dimensions to that

of a London club, but very differently furnished.

Besides being crowded with every description of

arm-chair and ottoman, it was full of Eastern

knick-knacks, inlaid tables, screens of marvellous
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delicacy, and boxes of exquisite workmansMp,

from which emanated odours that made you

faint. There were temples of ivory, not much

smaller than their originals, and ivory chessmen

almost the size of real men. While Sir Charles

was regarding these things with approving looks,

he was saying to himself

—

'' It looks like a blessed bazaar in which

everything is for sale, and for not one single

article would I give sixpence, except for these

chessmen."

His host, in evening apparel, but still with

his black cap on, was explainmg how he had won

the men from the Eajah of Eadenpoor at the

game itself.

'' And what did you stake on your side ?
"

"I think it was 10,000 rupees," returned the

old gentleman loftily. " The Eajah was annoyed,

of course, but, as he often played at chess with

real men, on the squares of his audience chamber,

and had plenty of them, I felt that I was not

depriving him of his amusement."

Sir Charles regarded his host with the ad-

miration due to a first-class liar. " It must have

been a very interesting contest," he murmured.
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" Life in India is interesting to those wlio

deal with it on a large scale," returned the ex-

Commissioner. " Things in England appear

dwarfed by comparison."

Here Miss Jane entered the room, who was

certainly not one of the things. She was almost

as tall, though much more spare than her brother

Eobert ; she had a habit of sniffing disapproval

at everything, and was unable to refrain from

doing so now at Sir Charles, but he fortunately

set it down to the sandal wood and other scents

with which the atmosphere was laden. He had

already been introduced to her, but not, of

course, in her evening costume, which accen-

tuated what was amiss with her, as it always

does with scraggy women. She looked like a

lay figure such as artists use, very angular and

awkward ; but her face, notwithstanding her thin

lips, and eyes of pale blue, had plenty of un-

pleasant expression in it.

" Your father has been showing me his

beautiful chessmen," said Sir Charles ;
" they fill

me with envy."

'' I suppose they are very fine," she replied
;

" considering what they cost they ought to be."
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The situation was a little embarrassing, till

tlie ex-Commissioner had explained in a low

tone and with a significant smile that the true

historj' of the transaction had been unrevealed

to his offspring, lest they should imagine their

parent had had gambling proclivities.

"As a matter of fact/' he said, "though it

was not worth while to trouble you with it, the

whole affair had a diplomatic origin. In dealing

with native princes But here is Ruth
; you

remember meeting my granddaughter at the

bazaar the other day."

" Having once seen Miss Euth Stratton it is

not likely that one should forget her," said Sir

Charles, with a grave bow ; the compliment was

robbed of its artificiality by the earnest and

respectful tone in which it was pronounced ; and

indeed it was a statement that did not admit of

cavil. It was difficult to imagine a more beauti-

ful creature than the young girl, whose hand he

just touched with his own as though it had

been something sacred. Young as she was, she

was both tall and shapely ; her eyes like the dark

blue violet ; her hair of that blue-black tinge that

is almost always coarse, but which in her case
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was finer than silk ; her complexion dark yet

delicate ; her movements graceful as the fawn
;

but the chief charm of her lay in the expression

of her thoughtful face. This was not by any

means of that emotional kind, of which we say,

"it is the index of the soul ;
" it might perhaps,

have been so at one time ; but few as were her

years she had had no little experience of life, and

she did not wear her heart upon her sleeve,

because it may be she had some knowledge of

daws and their habits ; if she had been a man,

one would have said she had a searching look.

Sir Charles's compliment did not embarrass

her in the least ; she smiled sweetly indeed, for

she could not smile otherwise, but it was a smile

of the merest acknowledgment : it was a pretty

speech enough, she seemed to be thinking to

herself, but absolutely of no value. The speaker,

it was clear, had not advanced himself in her

regard by uttering it by a hair's-breadth.

On every other member of the household he

had marked the impression produced by his own

greatness ; even the Lord High Commissioner

(as he had already termed him in his own mind)

had been careful to let him see that he felt the
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honour of his visit. Mr. Robert's manner of

receiving him had been fulsome ; Miss Jane had

shown her teeth, in a way altogether unusual

with her, in effusive welcome ; but Ruth treated

him exactly like every other gentleman whom she

had seen but once, save for the slight soupgon of

familiarity that was due to a guest. She talked

of the bazaar at which they had met, of its

people and its prices, with a certain insistence

of reminiscence, as though to remind him that

that was the only common ground between them ;

she was exceedingly at her ease in the Zion of

his position. Many men in his place would have

credited her with an affectation of simplicity ; but

this man set her manner down to its true cause at

once. Her mind was too full of really serious

matters—only too probably, unpleasant ones—to

take much heed of him, or of what he said.

This was not complimentary, of course, but

there were plenty of compliments for him else-

where. Mr. Robert presently entered the room

with his wife leaning on his arm, and a little

" got up " speech of how for this occasion only

she had thrown off her invalid habits to bid him

welcome to Hillsland Hall. She was a washed-

r 2
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out little woman, with that sort of die-away air

that is promising to nobody but a lady's doctor.

Sir Charles, who had a talent for " ticketing
'*

people—assigning them to the genus to which

they belonged—perceived in her at once the

professional invalid. " In the daytime," he

reflected, "that woman will have a red nose."

And his diagnosis was correct. Mrs. Eobert was

really in delicate health, but—like many women

who have other means of subsistence—she traded

upon it. Poor people never do this, because they

know they will And no customers, but a sick

heiress is always interesting to a certain class of

her fellow-creatures. Mrs. Eobert, however, was

far from interesting to her present guest, though to

look at him you would have thought him sympa-

thetic to his finger-tips. Perhaps he took a cynical

pleasure in answering the Artificial according to

their artificiahty, or perhaps it seemed to him

the easiest mode of treating their disorder, but

certainly his host had entertained a needless

apprehension when he had expressed his fear

that his daughter-in-law might bore Sir Charles

with her complaints. In five minutes she and

the guest of the evening were discussing reme-
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dies for neuralgia with an earnestness little short

of enthusiasm.

This conduct on Sir Charles's part was very

pleasing to Mr. Eobert (though he had his

doubts of its genuineness), inasmuch as it cor-

roborated the view he had taken of his wife's

social attractions. What especially gratified him

was that the baronet's manner on being in-

troduced to Mrs. Merridew, though perfectly

courteous, had certainly less warmth in it, as

though to mark his sense of Mrs. Eobert being

mistress of the house. This was even a greater

victory than Eobert imagined, for not only was

the widow his wife's superior in appearance and

address, but her sad sweet face was beaming with

a gentle gratitude to the baronet for the interest

which, as she had heard a few hours ago, he had

manifested in her son. He recognised it at once,

but without the least acknowledgment for it in

tone or feature, and the gracious coldness with

which he received her extinguished in a moment

the little glimmer of hope she had entertained of

her poor Lorry having found a friend.

It was from his mother that the lad had

inherited his good looks, though not his intelli-
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gence, nor even that air of high breeding which

clung to him in spite of his patched clothes ; she

was still a very handsome woman, but " sicklied

o'er with the pale cast of thought " that did not,

as it often does, enhance her comeliness. It was

no intellectual struggle, but the hopeless contest

with circumstance that had ploughed those lines

of care upon her kindly face. She had been

" forgiven " by her family for the unfortunate

marriage which they had done their best to

promote, but only to find herself in a state of

slavery. Her father was indifferent to her ; her

brother and sister Jane were her tyrants ; and

her boy was friendless and penniless. It was

amaziug how she could smile at all, but on an

occasion of this kind, as she only too well

understood, she was bound to smile. Lawrence

had told her, with the exaggeration of youth, of

their visitor's goodwill towards him ; how his

frankness had led him to confide to him his

miserable circumstances. And she had looked

for some sign, even perhaps for a clasp of the

hand, from this rich and powerful man to assure

her of the interest he felt in Lorry. It was, of

course, an absurd expectation ; but when they
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have no ground for hope the wretched often

entertain hopes without ground. It seemed

possible to her, that being himself placed so far

above fear or favour, Sir Charles might have

shown himself friendly to her. But no sign was

shown.

He exhibited rather more than less of cour-

tesy in his reception of the Eev. Arthur Grueby,

who made up their company, than in her own

case. The Vicar of Hillsland, it was true, was

known to him, but such knowledge could hardly

have been a passport to his favour ; a civil recog-

nition was the most he could have been led to

expect, whereas Sir Charles's manner was dis-

tinctly gracious. The man was a clergyman

indeed, but far from a credit to his cloth. On

one occasion the parish had been deprived of his

spiritual services for the space of three years, the

living during that period, as Sir Charles himself

was said to have remarked, being '' not only

sequestered but sequestrated." He knew all

about Mr. Grueby, and, to say truth, was by no

means flattered at finding him his fellow-guest.

Something of this, as we know, his host had

foreseen, though from his long absence abroad,
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he knew much less of Mr. Grueby than his

neighbours ; but Mr. Kobert had a large charity

for sinners who were of use to him, and he had

found the vicar useful in many ways ; they had

tastes in common, one of which was a passion

for the race-course, and were pronounced by the

parish with more truth than elegance to be as

"thick as thieves."

It was possible that Mr. Grrueby had '' made

a point " with his friend of being asked to meet

the baronet on the present occasion ; and if so,

there were reasons why he should have been

gratified. It was probable, too, that Mr. Eobert

conceived Sir Charles to be in too high a position

to care what guests—since they must all be his

inferiors—were asked to meet him ; or even that

since he had got into scrapes himself he might

have a fellow-feeling for another in the like posi-

tion, but in that case he had made a great mistake.

The bon vivant who after too splendid a repast

takes more chateau margaux than is good for

him has very little in common with the wretch

who gorges himself with tripe and washes it

down with too much gin punch. Sir Charles,

as we know, had much better reasons for feeling
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unfavourably disposed towards Mr. Eobert Strat-

ton, but it is doubtful whether any of these was

so strong and vigorous as that which seized

him when he found that he had been asked

to Hillsland Hall to meet the Eev. Arthur

Grueby.



CHAPTER VII.

AT THE DINNER TABLE.

The dining-room at Hillsland Hall was on the

same gigantic scale as the drawing-room, with

which it communicated—or rather was cut off

from—by two pairs of folding-doors. It was

plainly furnished, but boasted of a horse-shoe

table, such as is now seldom seen out of a college

combination-room. Art in these days has op-

posed itself to it, but there is nothing to be

compared with it for comfort and even for ap-

pearance, especially in winter-time. Whatever

the season, a fire was always burning in the

grate when the host was present, and a pleasant

light, through the glass screen in front of it, it

cast upon the glass and silver. For the business

of dinner the " horse-shoe " has no rival ; the

genial flame, deprived of its scorching powers by
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the crystal barrier, is the only vis-a-vis, and your

" duty " is absolutely restricted to your neighbour

on either side of you.

Sir Charles, between Mrs. Eobert and Mrs.

Merridew, especially congratulated himself on

being opposite to nobody, and free to converse as

he pleased without observation from over the

way. If Ruth, indeed, had been there instead of

the screen, the arrangement would have been

still more satisfactory ; but he much preferred

the fire to any other face that could have been

substituted for it, and especially to the monkey

features and shifty smile of Mr. Arthur Grrueby.

" No one can help his looks " is a well-known

saying, but contains only a half truth; one of

the best men I have ever known was also the

ugliest, but his expression not only redeemed

him (if you had the sense to read it), but put

him almost on a level with the angels. The

Vicar of Hillsland could not change his hue,

which was tropical, nor add a cubit to his stature,

which was but little over five feet, but that look of

shiftiness in his eyes and mouth, alternating, on

occasions of self-confidence, with a certain vulgar

cunning, was something for which he was cer-
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tainlj indebted to second nature rather tlian her

predecessor.

The baronet, who had taken Mrs. Eobert

into dinner, was for some time exceedingly at-

tentive to her; he found himself, not without

some amusement, discussing with her homoeo-

pathy and the massage system, with an occasional

excursion into mesmerism. She narrated her

symptoms with much frankness, and as a remedy

for some imaginary disorders which, not to be

behindhand with his fair but frail companion, he

invented on the spur of the moment, she earnestly

recommended him to try electricity. On his

part, he gravely suggested mud baths, the con-

sideration of which, in connection with the soil

of the neighbourhood, took such strong posses-

sion ofher mind, always in search of new remedial

agents, that he felt he could leave her for the

present to the contemplation of it. Then he

addressed himself in a more cheerful but lower

tone to his other neighbour.

" How is it that my young friend Lawrence

is not with us to-night ?
"

Mrs. Merridew, as he had not failed to notice,

had hardly touched bit or sup, and it was fortu-
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nate perhaps that knife and fork were not in her

hands when he addressed her, or they might have

fallen from them, so moved was she by that

simple question.

'' He is not here ; he is never here," she

answered hurriedly, " he is not permitted to

mingle with his " she hesitated for a moment

for a word, and then, with a little touch of scorn,

altogether foreign to her character, added, "his

betters."

" Indeed ? " observed Sir Charles with an air

of curiosity. "Is it as regards moral character,

or personal appearance, or charm of manner, that

he is considered the inferior of our friend the

divine, yonder ?
"

" Do 3'ou mean the vicar? " asked the widow

with simplicity.

" WeU, the word, I must confess, did not

describe him with accuracy ;
yes, I meant Grueby

;

he is a clergyman, you know."

" He is not very good friends with my poor

Lawrence," said Mrs. Merridew, whose mind was

wont to occupy itself with one subject at a time,

and lost itself if led astray from it. " His position

gives him opportunities
"
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" Preaches against him from the pulpit, does

he ? " interrupted Sir Charles, laughing softly.

" Well, he did say something once, at Eobert's

instigation, about Lawrence's opinions ; it seemed

hard that one so young should be held up as it

were to the disapproval of a whole congregration.

Mr. Percy, of Binstead, thinks quite differently

of Lorry."

" Well, well, Percy is a Christian and a gen-

tleman, and we must make allowances for those

who are neither," returned the baronet with

charitable unction. " Perhaps you do not know,

Mrs. Merridew, that your boy's father and I were

in the same regiment together ?
"

" I knew it very well. Sir Charles, but since

you didn't allude to it, it was not for me "

She stopped, then added in broken tones, " All

those days are past and gone."

It was easy to see that they were. There

had been a time, her neighbour remembered,

when Colonel Merridew, of the Gruards, was a

personage in London, and the worn and weary,

but still comely woman beside him, a toast. The

colonel had soon come to the end of his tether,

which, as has been said, had included his wife's
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money as well as his own, but his downward

career had been brilliant as that of a comet.

'' There is something in your boy that reminds

me of his father," said Sir Charles musingly, and

purposely ignoring his companion's emotion

;

" he is frank and high-spirited, and even under

very serious difficulties keeps his light heart."

" And then Lorry is so clever," murmured

the widow earnestly, " he writes such beautiful

poehy, and stories, and things." For the

moment, in her maternal enthusiasm, she had

forgotten she was a domestic nobody talking of

a penniless boy.

'' What is Mrs. Merridew so eloquent about,

Sir Charles ? " inquired Mrs. Eobert in her thin

invalid tone, with a squeeze of lemon in it.

" One cannot get in a word edgeways."

The widow turned pale with terror ; if Sir

Charles should reveal the subject of their conver-

sation, she was lost indeed.

" I am afraid it was my fault, Mrs. Eobert,"

he replied, dropping his voice to a whisper, " I

was so indiscreet as to venture on the topic of

old times."

" And that, no doubt, unsealed the fountain
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of reminiscence," she answered laughing, " poor

Mrs. Merridew is a httle weak on that subject,

and those who know her are careful to avoid it."

'' She has a son, has she not ? " inquired Sir

Charles indifferently.

"Oh, yes. It is wonderful she has not

talked to you about him. He lives with us, you

know, though he is soon going to Seringapatam

—no, it is Singapore, by-the-bye—where his

grandfather has obtained him a situation."

" Then he is almost grown up, I suppose

—

indeed, I now recollect having seen him at the

bazaar the other day."

" It is very good of you to remember him.

I really know nothing against him, but I am
afraid—at least my husband tells me he has no

great hopes of him."

" A mauvais sujet?
"

" I should not like to say that ; but he has

thrown away his opportunities at school and so

on."

" Perhaps the poor boy is stupid."

" No ; he is not exactly that ; he has even

talents of a certain kind, I believe, but—if you

are wondering that you do not see him here
"
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'' Not at all," interrupted Sir Charles, " I feel

sure there must be some good reason."

" Well, Eobert thinks—and he generally

knows best, I find—that Lawrence—his name is

Lawrence—is not quite—I dare hardly whisper

it, lest Mrs. M
,
poor thing, should hear me,

and we know what a mother always thinks of

her boy
"

Sir Charles nodded adhesion; his maternal

instincts were at least as strong, he said to him-

self, as Mrs. Robert's.

" Well, Eobert doesn't think the boy quite

gentlemanlike."

" Dear, dear." Sir Charles clucked regret

with his tongue, an operation which, combined

with the thought of Eobert Stratton being a

judge of gentlemanliness, almost suffocated him.

"That's bad; because his father was certainly one."

*' So I have heard," said Mrs. Eobert frigidly,

" but he was also a gambler."

" Does Lawrence gamble ?
"

^' Well, he has nothing to gamble with,"

returned the lady naively; "but Eobert says he

is reckless."

" I am sorry," said Sir Charles gravely. " I

G
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should like to have seen him, for the sake of old

times ; but I don't want to be corrupted."

" Oh, he won't do that, I'm sure," she

answered encouragingly. " The poor lad is

nobody's enemy but his own. If you would

really like to see something of him, I'll speak to

Robert."

" Thanks. Not that it much matters—you

are not going, I do hope."

" Yes, Robert has coughed ; we have our

little signals. His father wants to smoke. You

will not forget the electric belt."

'' No, no, nor you the mud baths. The

subject is at all events worth inquiry. I should

think Mr. Grrueby would know about them—

I

mean as to the soil of the parish."

The two parted on the best of terms. Mrs.

Robert, who had intended to go to bed after

dinner utterly exhausted by her " effort " to

entertain the guest of the evening, thought she

might even see him again in the drawing-room.

She had " entertained " him exceedingly.

She had also afforded him a character study

of some interest. He had come to the conclusion

—and it was a just one—that she was much
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more weak tliaa wicked. She had certainly

exhibited a little jealousy of Mrs. Merridew, but

that lady had a son, whereas she was childless : nor

did her account of Lawrence seem the result of any

personal malevolence ; she had evidently no know-

ledge of the young fellow save what was im-

parted to her by her husband, of whom she had

unwittingly given even a worse impression to

her late neighbour than he had formed before.

The time, however, had come, now the ladies

had withdrawm, when it was necessary to show

himself friendly to that gentleman, as well as to

his host and fellow-guest. It was not a difficult

operation, for Sir Charles Walden could be all

things to all men, and would have been equally

at home in the House of Convocation or in a

thieves' kitchen ; but it was a very disagreeable

one, for notwithstanding his many-sidedness, he

was one of the most fastidious of men. More-

over, if you had asked him why he was about to

take any pains in such a matter, he would have

been puzzled to answer the question. At his

age he could hardly be termed ''a creature of

impulse,'' but his character remained as much a

riddle to himself as to other people.

G 2



CHAPTER YIII.

WHEN THE LADIES HAD WITHDRAWN.

" I HOPE, Sir Charles, you have found your

dinner to your liking," observed his host when

the cloth had been removed and revealed the

depths of the mahogany table, and the curved

line of a little railway on which the decanters

ran on silver wheels. " We rather pride our-

selves on our curries."

" Curries, sir," exclaimed the baronet enthu-

siastically, "the banquet was worthy of a

Beauvilliers. You pro-consuls of the present

day, it seems, rival those of old Rome in the

splendour of your entertainments."

The ex-Commissioner smiled like one con-

scious of merit, but who has no objection to its

being recognised. Mr. Robert endeavoured to

look like a Prince of the Blood, when the Queen's

health is being drunk ; though not immediately
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concerned in the matter, it reflected credit upon

liira. Mr. Grueby, perceiving a compliment had

been paid to his host, though the allusion to the

pro-consul was beyond him, exclaimed '' Hear,

hear," and emptied his glass of madeira, as

though he was doing honour to a toast, then

added, in a loud aside to his fellow-guest, " For

my part I can't think how he does it."

It was not a very judicious remark, since it

seemed to imply a want of visible means in his

entertainer of providing a good dinner, and it

met with no outward sympathy from the person

addressed, though his very heartstrings were

tickled by it. The face of the host as he pulled

stertorously at his narghile, which had already

been supplied to him, and glared at the little

divine, was a study ; nor was Mr. Eobert's

countenance without the traces of annoyance.

He could already hear his father's " What do

you think of your vicar noio?'' a question which

was sure to be put to him the next morning. It

seemed probable there might be other reasons

for the same inquiry ; for Mr. Grueby, who had

paid much attention to the champagne during

the repast, now constituted himself a permanent
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official on the bottle railwa}^ taking good care

the line should not be blocked, while at the same

time he never failed to stop the train at his own

station. The two golden rules for drinking

—

" Drink slow " and " Don't mix your liquors "—he

recklessly ignored, and would probably have paid

as little heed to the third, '' Never sit with your

back to the fire," had not the horse-shoe table

made such an imprudence impossible.

Though the company was small in number,

their characters were various. Sir Charles was a

man apart, but at the same time capable of con-

versing on any topic, and with the air of one to

w^hom it was familiar. The parson, naturally

garrulous and egotistic, was rendered more so by

the generous wines, which, as he observed with

justice, and a movement of the eye designed to

be intelligent, was " such a tipple as you didn't

get every work-a-day, nor even Sundays." Mr.

Robert, though chiefly occupied in restraining

his friend's loquacity, had a mind full of serious

(though far froDi religious) matters. The host,

taciturn on all other subjects, was eloquent,

between his puffs of tobacco, upon the affairs of

British India, in which the baronet courteously
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affected a keen interest. He did not talk of

elephants and tigers, but discussed the more im-

portant, if less entertaining topics of the future

of our Eastern possessions, not without a delicate

suggestion now and then, that it would have

given better promise if his own commissionership

had been prolonged. What mortal man could

effect for the benefit of toiling millions of our

fellow-creatures and our fellow-subjects, though

with dusky skins, in a quarter of a century, by

forethought and assiduity (with, perhaps, some

little natural genius for administration), he might

say he had done ; but, after all, he felt that his

work was but a broken column. The ridiculous

system of superannuation had cut short his use-

fulness. In the matter of irrigation, for

instance, the irrigated area in his province had

been increased.

Here Mr. Grrueby illustrated the subject

under discussion by upsetting a bottle of sherry,

and irrigating the horse-shoe table with its con-

tents.

"Eing the bell,'* roared the ex-Commissioner.

If the servant had been a native and had

answered with Eastern promptitude his master
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would probably have ordered him to remove the

vicar, for, as an administrator of justice on a

large scale, his temper was exceedingly short ; but

there was, fortunately, some little delay which

gave time for reflection, and an opportunity for

apology on the part of the vicar. " Very

sorry," he was heard to murmur, " points got

wrong somehow on the railway."

"Fortunately," said Sir Charles, with his

ready smile, *' it was only a goods train, and

there has been no loss of life."

The ex-Commissioner, save for muttered

ejaculations of wrath which alternated with the

hubble-bubble of his pipe, was, however, silenced

for the evening ; the great gun from which a

good deal more might have been expected, and

would, indeed, undoubtedly have come, was,

so to speak, spiked, and the baronet felt some

gratitude towards the divine in consequence.

It now, however, became necessary to talk

to the vicar, Mr. Eobert being openly occu-

pied, though his efforts were carried on in

whispers, in assuaging his father's indigna-

tion. The position, which would have been

embarrassing to most persons in his place,
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afforded genuine pleasure to the guest of the

evening. It seemed to him that he had not had

such fun for many a day as he was enjoying at

"the Warren," as he called it. Every inmate of

the house had excited in him either interest or

amusement, and though he had taken care to

leave the date of his departure open (a precau-

tion he never neglected), he felt in no hurry to

return to the solitude of Hurlby.

" And what is your tip for the Derby ? '' he

inquired of Mr. Grueby, with the air of a

neophyte addressing the very fountain of in-

formation.

"Ah, that's tellings. Sir Charles," returned

the other, not only with his usual wink of super-

human cunning, but even with a slight pro-

jection of his tongue. " We know what we

know, don't we, Mr. Eobert ?
"

" I know nothing at all about it," returned

that gentleman curtly
;
just at that moment he

was far from inclined to encourage or even

acknowledge the familiarity that existed between

himself and his clerical friend.

" Quite right, mum's the word," returned the

other with a chuckle.
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Mum had been the word, with Mr. Grueby,

while dinner was going on, but port and madeira

had also since played their parts with him, and

placed him in a position tolerably elevated, from

which he was not likely to be moved by satire

or snubbing. Though by no means drunk, he

had been rendered after a fashion genial, and

wholly oblivious of social superiority. He would

have called Sir Charles, Walden, only he had

forgotten his name.

" Well," he said, " not to be unsociable, I

will tell you what Salesby thinks of the first

favourite, and you must admit he is a good

judge. You won't go far wrong if you go by

Salesby."

" Still, I have heard Mr. Salesby has been

unfortunate in his racing speculations," observed

the baronet, smiling.

" Well, that is so ; I said you would not go

far wrong in following his advice, but I did not

say you would be right. He is the kind of man

that always backs the second horse. He's won-

derfully keen upon it still, poor devil ;
' I should

like to live to see my son ride the winner of the

Derby,' he was only saying the other day."
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" But I thought he had no son."

'' Nor has he ; that's the joke of it. Twenty

years ago he might have said ' I hope to live to

own a Derby wdnner :

' but he has gone do^vn

several pegs since then."

"It is fortunate, poor fellow, then, that he

is childless."

" Nay, but he isn't. That shows you have

not been at Hil Island, Sir Charles, for a year or

two, or you ^vould have found out, I w^arrant,

that Dick's daughter has grown to be the

prettiest girl—well, save one who shall be name-

less—in the whole parish. A brown girl, with

very good eyes, and who know^s how^ to use them
;

* she's backit like a peacock, she's breastit like

the sw^an ;
' you know the style ; only Kitty has

a tongue of her own that flicks you like a

whip."

" Then that Tvas Miss Kitty," reflected Sir

Charles, " who was using her eyes wdth such

effect on Master Lawrence in the orchard this

afternoon. I admire his taste and also hers, for

it's clear her tongue has flicked the parson."

*' But you have suffered this young lady to

run away with you, Mr. Grrueby," he observed,
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" which, indeed, is not to be wondered at from

what you tell me of her charms, and have not

answered my question about the Derby."

" Oh, Salesby thinks that those who have

put their money on Glanymede will lose it."

" But you, it seems, have better and more

private information on that matter."

" Well, perhaps we have," and the vicar

looked with triumphant sagacity towards Mr.

Robert; that gentleman's face, however, might

have been carved in stone for any response it

gave him. " I'm sorry to seem grumpy, but a

secret—and especially a secret of the stable—is

worth nothing when it's told."

''Do you suppose," inquired Mr. Robert in

icy tones, " that the three to one in half-crowns

you may have taken upon the event in question

is likely to excite the cupidity of Sir Charles

Walden ?
'^

" Oh, come, I like that," returned the vicar,

stung by his friend's contemptuous tone ;
" half-

crowns, indeed. And now you've mentioned

the odds he has only got to look at the paper

and you've told him."

" I give you my honour, Mr. Grrueby," ob-
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served Sir Charles, with great gravity, " that I

will take no advantage of the indiscretion."

" Enough said between gentlemen," returned

the vicar effusively. " A glass of wine with

yon. Sir Charles."

This operation was effected with great so-

lemnity, while the ex-Commissioner in speech-

less indignation pushed his velvet cap up so far

on the back of his head that it seemed to hang

there by mere capillary attraction, and Mr.

Eobert stabbed a pear with his silver knife with

murderous vehemence.

" And how are the mines going on up Hills

-

land way ? " inquired Sir Charles, breaking an

embarrassing silence ;
" in my part of the world

they seem to be showing signs of recovery."

For the first time the continuity of the

speaker's nsual success was broken ; he had,

hitherto, said nothing which was not acceptable,

and as his wont (when it pleased him to be

gracious) in his most gracious manner, but to

speak of mines at Hillsland Hall was like talk-

ing of a rope in the house of a man whose son

has been hanged. In this case, it was only a

son-in-law, but the shaft, as it might well be
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called, went liome. Aunt Jerry's husband—Mr.

Jeremiah Lock—had sunk in shafts about one

hundred thousand pounds. The baronet's ques-

tion had been addressed to the host, and Mr.

Robert, no doubt to save his father from an

unpleasant topic, had opened his mouth to reply

to it ; for some reason, however, best known to

himself, he shut it, without permitting one word

to escape, and with his eyes fixed on his plate

waited for the old gentleman's rejoinder.

" I know—er—very little—er—about mines,''

he answered, while the hubble-bubble of the

narghile made itself very distinctly heard, a

sign, as one of the party at least knew, of sup-

pressed emotion ;
" but, from what I hear—er

—there is more activity in that branch of specu-

lation."

'' Activity is just the word for them," replied

the baronet smiling; "they always remind me

of volcanoes, not only from the devastation they

cause, but from their periods of eruption and

quiescence. They make such a sensation when

they are prospering, and are so very quiet when

the lode gives out. There is nothing in nature

looks so dead as a worked-out mine."
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" When they are dead, however, they still

make ' calls,' " observed the vicar ruefully. It

was clear that Mr. Grueby had dropped his

half-crowns in other places besides the race-

course.

"There are exceptions, however," remarked

Sir Charles with cheerfulness. " I hear the

Common Wheal mine, for example, which we

all thought dead, has come to life again, and the

old shareholders are getting cent, per cent, for

what they thought was lost money."

" I read something to that effect in the paper

the other day," returned Mr. Eobert indifferently.

" If you have finished your cigar. Sir Charles,

we will join the ladies." The host himself did

not join them, but pleading fatigue and the

privilege of old age, retii'ed to his sanctum,

muttering execrations on the vicar in the Hin-

dustani tongue, and followed by his body ser-

vant with the narghile.



CHAPTEE IX.

IN THE DRAWING-ROOM.

When the gentlemen entered the drawing-room,

they found the ladies at nearly as great a dis-

tance from one another as cattle who are not on

good terms upon a common. Mrs. Eobert almost

prostrate on a sofa, recruiting her exhausted

energies ; Miss Jane superhumanly upright on a

music stool in front of the piano ; Mrs. Merridew

at a tambour frame, at which she was gazing

thoughtfully but doing not one stroke of work
;

and Euth with a book in her hand, occupying

one-half of a conversation chair. At the gen-

tlemen's appearance the whole party became

endowed with vitality, as though it were some

automatic instrument, in which, when you put a

penny in the slot, the instrument begins to work.

Mrs. Eobert sat up and feebly smiled ; Miss

Jane struck a few notes on the piano ; Mrs.
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Merridew began to make moss roses with floss

silk ; and Euth rose from lier chair.

" Pray do not let me disturb you," said

Sir Charles to her ;
" what a charming chair !

Should I drive you away, if I were to try it ?
"

The girl hesitated for a moment, and then

resumed her seat.

" No, indeed," she answered gently, but with

a touch of coldness, '• why should you?
"

" Well, the fact is we have all been mis-

behaving ourselves," he replied smiling, " smok-

ing cigars. I feel as if I ought to change my
coat before coming near a lady."

" We are all used to the smell of smoke in

this house."

For so young a girl, she struck him as

marvellously unembarrassed ; there was not a

trace of shyness about her, but still less of

forwardness or flirtation. When he had entered

the room, he thought she had had some purpose

in having chosen the conversation chair.

" Vainly," he had said to himself, " is the

snare spread in sight of the bird." This was

not from vanity, though he had a pretty high

opinion of himself, but the result of experience.

H
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So many nets had been spread for liim in his

time by the female fowler; but now he felt he

had been mistaken. The chair, if there was any

design in its choice, had, he was convinced, been

chosen for her. Her manner, if not absolutely

hostile to him, was not encouraging; it was cold

and indifferent ; and she was surely too young

to affect indifference with the object of attracting

him. Nevertheless it had that effect. It piqued

him. She had undeniable attractions of her

own too, of which the conversation chair gave

him excellent opportunities of judging.

A more beautiful girl, he was compelled to

acknowledge, as they sat at ease opposite to one

another, not too close to be embarrassing j^et

near enough for minute observation, he had

never seen. Without the least touch of haughti-

ness, she wore an air of singular independence

and self-reliance ; it was evident that he had by

no means made that impression on her which

he was accustomed to make on women far her

seniors. She was comparatively alone with him
;

Mr. E/obert was apparently saying something

sympathising to his invalid spouse ; Mr. Grueby

was turning over the leaves of Miss Jane's music
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book, and beating time, as well he might, for it

was all wrong and deserved it, with unsteady

hands; and Mrs. Merridew was busy with her

moss roses. The pair in the conversation chair

were isolated, but Euth sat perfectly at her ease,

with her finger keeping the place in her book, as

though she were at least as ready to resume her

reading as for conversation.

" May I ask what is the subject of your

studies ? " Sir Charles inquired.

" I was reading Shelley's ' Eevolt of Islam.'
"

''A beautiful poem," he observed, ''but

rather unintelligible. Do you not find it

so?"
" Now and then I require it to be explained

to me."

"You are fortunate in finding an ex-

pounder."

For the first time the colour came into her

face, enhancing what had seemed perfection.

" Yes ; I am afraid I am not very poetical.

Shelley puzzles me, where, I am told, he ought

not to do so. For instance, there is his ' Cloud.'

I feel how beautiful it is, but the meaning is in

places obscure to me."

H 2
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" I have found that too, and hitherto it has

vexed me; now I shall be pleased because I shall

know I have your sympathy."

" I should think it would be more satis-

factory," she replied coldly, " to get the poem

explained."

He felt that she resented his compliment,

and, indeed, some men might have considered

themselves snubbed, but to Sir Charles Walden

such a conviction was impossible ; he drew from

his pocket a gold pencil case and a dainty little

ivory tablet.

" Then you will not refuse," he said, '' to

kindly oblige me with the name and address of

your instructor."

^ She could not but smile at his pretence of

earnestness, but again a flush mantled to her

forehead, " It is my cousin Lawrence," she said,

" who smooths my Shelley difficulties ; he is very

fond of poetry."

" Indeed !
" the other answered with a

pleasant smile. " I dare say now he writes

poetry himself ?
"

'' He does, and very well," she answered

gravely ; then added hastily, " not that I am
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any judge of such matters, and besides, I have

no right to say a word about it."

"I wonder whether she has or not?" thought

Sir Charles to himself. " It is almost certain

that these two young people have fallen in love

with one another. What else have they to do

in this house, with such surroundings? Upon

my life, Master Lorry, you are not so much to

be pitied after all."

" You need not be afraid of my telling tales

out of school, my dear young lady," he replied

in the gentlest tone, '' for your cousin is a friend

of mine."

It was the one advantage which his supe-

riority in years gave him that he could use

that phrase, " my dear young lady," without

impertinence ; but it was not altogether to his

satisfaction that she seemed to take it as a

matter of course ; what was quite as probable,

she might not, however, have noticed it, her

mind being occupied with another subject—and

that was not a consoling reflection to him either.

" Yes," she said, with the first approach she

had shown to animation, "Lawrence told me

that you had been kind to him."
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" I have every desire to be so," returned Sir

Charles softly, " but I have had no opportunity

of showing him kindness. I could not help

being pleased v^ith such an engaging young

fellow ; who could ?
*'

" A good many people can," she answered

bitterly. " Even if you were but civil to him,

it was a new experience ; civility is a thing he

is not accustomed to." The speaker's eyes

glittered, but not with tears ; she clenched her

fingers, and pressed her lips together, as if to

suppress an outburst of indignation.

'' And yet your cousin seems to m^ so bright

and genial and willing to please," observed Sir

Charles, with a surprised air. " Of course good

looks go some way with one, even with one's own
sex, but his manner is as pleasant as his face."

He had no fault to find with her immobility

now ; the girl's cheeks were flushed with

pleasure, her mouth wore a grateful smile ; her

very bosom heaved with sympathetic emotion.

" You agree with me, I see," he continued,

" which shows I have judged him aright. Now
what makes people—I mean the people you

speak of—treat him "
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" Like a dog," she put in suddenl}- ;
" that

is how they treat him. He has his faults, of

course, poor fellow ; who has not ? But if you

ask me why they treat him so I cannot tell/'

" The explanation is easy enough, my dear

young lady," he answered gently. " They feel

that he is superior to them in natural endow-

ments—spiritual, mental, and physical—and

having the whiphand of him in material, though

less important, matters, they like to make him

feel his inferiority there. It is not generally

understood, but it is nevertheless true, that a

considerable section of mankind—and, alas I even

of womankind— except that they have the

attribute of envy, in which the quadruped is

deficient . But in a young lady's presence

I must not express myself too strongly
"

" You are not doing that," she answered

with suppressed agitation; ''you do not know

what he has to endure."

Sir Charles smiled to himself at this intro-

duction of the personal pronoun into an abstract

question.

" Well, I was about to say, as regards those

who tyrannise over helpless and inoffensive per-
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sons, througli jealousy and from the mere love

of cruelty, there is in my opinion only one

name for them : they are brutes/'

He saw by her face that he had found a

way to her heart at last, though by a strange

road.

" It seems to me," said Mr. Eobert to his

wife, " that Euth is taking advantage of her

opportunities. Sir Charles and she have already

found some common ground of sympathy."

" It's Shelley, no doubt," returned the invalid

contemptuously ; she was by no means pleased

that the guest of the evening had not sought

the neighbourhood of her sofa instead of the

conversation chair ; she had evidently made a

favourable impression on him, and he could

have flirted with Euth at any time, whereas, .as

he ought to have known, her nerves were not

always equal to the mental strain of conversa-

tion. To-morrow, after such unusual excite-

ment, she would probably be a wreck.

"I don't care whether it's Shelley or shell-

fish, if only the topic helps her on the way to

Hurlby Castle," observed Mr. Eobert, more

bluntly—for Mr. Grueby's conduct was still
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rankling in his mind—than he was in the habit

of speaking to his delicate consort.

" Eobert, you shock me," returned the lady

reproachfully. " How can Shelley—a pagan, I

believe—ever form the groundwork of a union of

hearts ?
"

" All marriages are not made where I ven-

ture to think ours was, Popsy," returned her

husband gently.

.

" But in this case there is such a disparity

of ages," she returned plaintively. " Euth is so

very young, that really I feel hardly justified in

doing what little I have done to-night to en-

courage Sir Charles."

"Encourage! You have charmed him, my
dear, which is little to be wondered at ; but you

are far from having anything to reproach your-

self with on that account. A husband is often

all the more devoted for being his wife's senior.

Why, you are younger than I am, for in-

stance."

" Flatterer ! It is only by a few months,

you know."
" It seems years, to look at you, my precious;

and, at all events, it is fortunate for some girls
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that they do not set their hearts only on those

who are their contemporaries."

"To be sure, it would be deplorable if

Lawrence and Ruth should fall in love with one

another, would it not ?
*' replied the lady

pathetically.

" Lawrence ? I should like to catch the

fellow at it," returned the other, with scorn-

ful vehemence.

" He is uncommonly handsome," observed

the lady, with feminine persistence.

Nobody could have said that of her husband

at that moment. Praise of the helpless lad,

seldom as he heard it, was wormwood to him

;

and in this case it was the more bitter because

it proceeded from one whom it was unadvisable

to contradict.

Miss Jane*s song now came to a conclusion,

and Mr. Robert clapped his hands applaudingly,

but with an expression of face such as an Eastern

despot might wear when summoning his Chan-

cellor of the Bowstring, and which did not

escape Sir Charles's eye as he applauded like-

wise. To have a cigar with that man alone

while under the necessity of being civil to him
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would, he reflected, be intolerable ; and yet a

cigar he must presently have. His little plea-

sures had all the force of duties with him.

" What aoes your uncle do with himself after

dinner? " he inquired of Ruth abruptly.

'*He generally goes to grandpapa's room."

" A filial duty," he replied approvingly.

" Now since you tell me everyone smokes in

this house, I conclude Lawrence smokes ; would

you mind asking him to let me be his com-

panion for half an hour."

" Nothing would give him greater pleasure,

I am sure," said Euth ;
'' his sitting-room is at

least clean and airy, if it is not furnished with

much splendour. I will tell him to call for you

when you gentlemen retire."

" A good song, and very well sung, >vas it

not. Sir Charles ? " exclaimed Mr. Grueby.

" It was not only well, but charmingly sung,"

replied the baronet, rising and approaching the

piano. "It is so long since I have been in the

musical world. Miss Stratton, that my opinion

is not worth much ; but since I last heard profes-

sional sinofino^ of the higrhest class, there has been

nothing that has given me so much plea-^ure."
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Miss Jane's face grew red with pleasure

—

though not in the proper place ; she was one of

those women whose colour rises everywhere but

on her cheeks.

" You are very good to say so, but I feel I

am not in voice to-night."

She had really acquitted herself very well,

and was quite aware of it ; singing was the one

accomplishment she possessed.

" Then I shall look forward to to-morrow

night with eagerness," he answered, a reply not

only flattering but politic, since it put a stop to

further performances for the present.' She closed

the music book, and rose, and the other ladies

followed her example. Sir Charles, as they bade

him good-night, gave their hands a tender

squeeze, which each translated after her own

fashion ; he smiled effusively on all, except

Mrs. Merridew, whose hand, however, he pressed

with particular significance. He had already

learnt enough of the character of the company,

to know that any favour shown to that unhappy

lady would be turned to her disadvantage.

When the last petticoat had left the room,

" Now let us enjoy ourselves," exclaimed Mr.
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Grueby hilariously ;
" Stratton has got the

mellowest whiskey, Sir Charles, that ever you

tasted."

" I never touch whiskey,'* returned the

baronet with a cold smile, " and if our host will

excuse me, I prefer to retire."

The vicar's jaw dropped, for he was by no

means desirous of a tete-a-tete with his friend,

wherein his conduct at table was likely to be

criticised, but Sir Charles's tone admitted of no

remonstrance. Mr. Robert accompanied his

guest to his room—not an unnecessary courtesy

in the labyrinth of Hillsland Hall—and left him

there with effusive wishes for a good night's

rest ; repaid I am sorry to say, when the door

had closed on his retreating person, by the

muttered ejaculation, " Beast !

"



CHAPTER
,
X.

IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN POETRY.

Sir Charles had but just exchanged his coat

for a smoking jacket, and his evening shoes for

slippers, when there was a light tap at his door,

and Lawrence Merridew presented himself. He
wore the same clothes he had had on when they

had parted from one another on the hill ; their

patched and frayed condition were in such strong

contrast to the other's gorgeous raiment, that it

forced itself upon the visitor's eye, in spite of

himself. And yet this lad was a son of the

house, removed only by a generation from the

man who had just been playing the host. The

best instincts of the baronet's nature revolted

against this unnatural discrepancy. On the

other hand, the young fellow's face, as compared

with his uncle's, was that of a Hyperion to a

Satj^r
;
good l>reeding and iutelligi^iu-i' showed
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themselves in ever}^ line of it—thougli pliysically

he could hardly be termed handsome, it was full

of intellectual grace. Sir Charles had that

weakness for youth and good looks, which in

men of his stamp does duty for pity and tender-

ness, and it intensified his just indignation.

" If you will come to my poor sitting-room,'*

said the lad, " and bring your cigars with you,

for I regret to say I have none to offer you, you

will find it at least large and airy, and it will

save you the discomfort of sleeping in a smoky

atmosphere."

" Oh, as to that," returned the other smiling,

" I am not very particular, and I am afraid that

I am sometimes so lost to a sense of propriety

as to smoke in bed. But I shall be glad of your

companionship over the social weed, and gladly

accept your offer of an asylum."

Lawrence nodded, and led the way through

many a passage and corridor, and up stair after

stair.

"Well, upon my life, it is a warren," ex-

claimed Sir Charles, as he toiled after his guide.

"Hush," returned the other, "there are

ferrets about."
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The seriousness of the young gentleman's

tone no less than the appropriateness of the re-

mark, upset the gravity of the visitor ; he had

some humour of his own, and a keen appreciation

of it in others, but amusement of any kind was a

rare luxury with him. He had passed the time

when it can be purchased.

" Do you mean your uncle ? " he inquired.

" Yes ; he and that foulmart, the parson,

have just gone into the smoking-room yonder.

I heard the door shut."

Sir Charles, shaking with mirth, began to

tread lightly as a truant schoolboy' passing his

master's door. He had enjoyed nothing so much

as this clandestine adventure, with its so?ip<^on of

impropriety as regarded the laws of hospitality,

for years.

" This is my den. Sir Charles," said the lad

presently, ushering his companion into a large

bare apartment furnished with three chairs, a

deal table, and a bookcase obviously "knocked

up " by the village carpenter. There were no

curtains, and the moonlight without illumined

it quite as much as the two tallow candles that

flared and guttered on the table.
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" There's plenty of room in it, at all events,"

observed his guest, seizing the sole opportunity

for praise that presented itself, " and, by Jove,

what a fine view you have from your windows."

" Yes, that is a luxury the value of which

Aunt Jane does not understand, or she would

doubtless have left me with a brick wall to look

at," was the bitter reply.

" You must not say a word against Aunt Jane,

please," said Sir Charles with mock gravity.

" She has just been delighting me with her fine

voice ; she sang like a nightingale."

'' I wish she had sung like a swan," was the

grim reply, " for then we should have heard the

last of her."

Sir Charles, with his nose flattened against

the window-pane, said nothing, but his shoulders

shook.

" Here," he was thinking to himself "is a rara

avis, a satirist of twenty. I was like that my-

self once." But he never had been like it. His

cynicism, artificial from the first, had grown to

its present dimensions out of very difierent

materials ; out of wealth and idleness, and ennui

;

in this boy it had been born of wrong, and want,

I
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and ill-usaofe. It was clear that Aunt Jane was

not a topic suitable for discussion over tlie genial

weed.

" How far can one see from these windows in

the daytime ? There is a mist on the lake,

which suggests immensity."

" Well, it is a good size, and also uncommonly

deep, but on a clear day, you can catch a glimpse

of the sea itself. The view is then really worth

looking at. ' The crowded farms and lessening

towers that mingle with the bounding main.'"

" You are fond of poetry. Master Lawrence.

Well, so was I once, though now I can no longer

enjoy, but only criticise. Life with me is reduced

to its lowest terms."

" And yet you have everything in the world

that you can want," put in the other, with a

quickness which showed it was not the first time

that reflection had occurred to him.

" Quite true, but unfortunately I want

nothing. My desires are comprehended in the

one word Comforb, which, however, includes

plenty of tobacco. Take a cigar."

Sir Charles produced from his pocket a case

of the size of a small portmanteau.
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" Thank you," returned the other, selecting

one of its Grargantuan tenants. " I have never

seen such a giant as this, not even as 'the

Marchioness ' says, ' in shops.'
"

" It has not a giant's strength, it will not

hurt you."

" Strength ? I am not at all afraid of that,"

smiled the lad ;
'' this is the sort of thing I

smoke."

He produced a cake of tobacco, quite hard,

and intensely black.

The baronet took it up and examined it with

unaffected interest. " Dear me, w^hat is it ?
"

•' It is cheap," returned the young fellow

quietly ;
" the name of the brand is of secondary

importance."

'' But you have to use tools, a pickaxe, if not

blasting powder."

" No, I cut it with a knife."

" My poor boy ; and yet the Satrap is said to

be the richest man in these parts."

" The Satrap ?
"

" I mean your grandfather. He is so magni-

ficent and mysterious that I am always searching

about for some noble name to fit bim."

I 2



116 A IWDEBN DICK WHITTINQTON.

" His grandson, however, has only a shilling

a week pocket money," returned the other drily.

" A shilling a w^eek !
" The vexed question

of '' What is a Pound ? " seemed to he recurring

to Sir Charles's mind in connection with this

very inferior coin ; what was a shilling ? It did

not even represent the price of one of his cigars.

*' If the Commissioner treats you in this way I

shall have to find quite another class of names

for him. I had no idea he was so restricted in

his ideas. Let us call him the Commissionaire."

" Oh, it's not my grandfather; he is scarcely

aware of my existence. It is Uncle feobert and

Aunt Jane. 'You must keep him short,' they

say to my poor mother, who, indeed, has no

means of keeping me long—I mean otherwise."

The mixture of humour and bitterness in the

lad was curious. If he had been doing his best

to make himself agreeable to his companion,

instead of speaking out of the fulness of his

heart, he could not have hit upon a better way.

Sir Charles was not only amused but something

more. With every puff of his cigar he felt more

kindly towards the young fellow, and more

antagonistic to his enemies.
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" Have you no friends, my lad, beside the one

you have made to-day," he said, gently, " and,

of course, your mother?
"

A flush of gratitude came into the boy's face;

he beheld a patron, as he thought, in his com-

panion, but without a patron's manners, which

would have been intolerable to him ; for though

poor as Job he was proud as Lucifer. Sir

Charles understood the flush perfectly well, but

from a natural delicacy of miud, and also because

he wished for information upon another point,

he affected to ascribe it to another cause.

" Your face, my boy, has already answered

my question. You have a friend under this roof

beside your mother, and almost as dear to you.

She is the young lady to whom I owe the

pleasure of your society to-night, is it not

so?"

Again the young fellow blushed, but answered

without embarrassment, " Yes, Ruth is a true

friend ; and as brave as she is true. She dares to

be kind to me even in my uncle's presence. Some-

times I think," exclaimed the boy, rising from

his chair and pacing the room in uncontrollable

excitement, " I shall stick a knife into that man.
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You don't know what a false and cruel brute

he is."

" I can make a tolerable guess at it ; but

never, my dear fellow, use a knife. There can

be no * misadventure ' about a knife. If you

must needs resort to such strong measures use a

revolver, which is always liable to go off by

accident. Shall I send you one by parcels

post?"

" Well, of course, I was not in earnest,"

returned Lawrence, with half a smile, '' though

the man I am speakiug of would have no scruple

about murder, if his own neck was safe. I have

seen it in his eye a score of times."

" That is the worst of having an expressive

countenance, when one is a scoundrel," observed

Sir Charles philosophically. " Our friend Mr.

Grueby's face is a blank, which has been of great

advantage to him. It is one thing to have a

forehead with scoundrel written on it like a

birthmark, and quite another to have it merely a

clean space for other people to write upon, when

they have found you out. You may say he has

been found out, but it gave him time in which to

misbehave himself unsuspected ; and he did not
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lose the opportunity. A parson is like a woman
;

when he's bad, he's very bad."

" And when he's good, he's very good," re-

marked Lawrence, in a tone of conviction.

'' You have discovered that, have you ? " said

the other incredulously.

Sir Charles had his reasons— explicable

enough, if not very good ones, for disliking

clergymen of all sorts. It is customary with

men of his class and kind to think contemptu-

ously of them ; they find a reproach to them-

selves in their very existence, their sacred calling :

they disbelieve in their faith and fancy that

themselves must disbelieve in it; they belittle

their works, or even impute to them a dishonest

motive. Whatever was good in Sir Charles

—

and there was good—was, as it were, outside their

good, and had no connection with it.

" The best man I have ever known, how-

ever," observed Lawrence gravely (''present

company excepted," interpolated the other)

" was a clergyman. It was my old tutor,

Mr. Percy."

The frown, that fruit of opposition, which

hung upon Sir Charles's brow, grew darker.
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" Percy was your tutor, was he ? " he said

in an altered tone ; there was marked dis-

pleasure in it, which however escaped the

other's notice. He was too full of his suhject,

which was a very interesting one to him, to

regard it.

" Yes ; though unfortunately only for a few

months. Do you know him ?
"

" I did know him at one time,'' returned Sir

Charles indifferently.

" Then I am sure you liked him," cried the

young fellow enthusiastically.

To this there was no response.

" I suppose his lessons were thought too dear

for you hy your good uncle."

" No, it was not that. Mr. Percy would, I

believe, have taught me for nothing, but he fell

out with Mr. Grueby."

" I remember ;
pulled him up before the

Bishop. Well, in mustering our forces, we may

leave Mr. Percy out of our calculations as being

too far off to be an ally. Is there no one else in

the house, save those you have mentioned, who

wishes you well ?
"

" No one, save Aunt Jerry."
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" Aunt Jerr)^ ? One would think she was

an uncle."

" Yes. It was from her husband's Christian

name, indeed, that she derives her own. It was

Jeremiah." *

''To be sure. He made some fisfure in

these parts at one time as a mine owner, but was

eventually swallowed up by his o^vn property,

like the eagle transfixed by the arrow sped from

his own wing. Not that he was much like an

eagle in other respects, if I remember right."

'' Still he was thought highly enough of till

he died a pauper. You may imagine the position

of the widow of such a failure among her rela-

tives at the Hall? She is ill and broken, and

they affect to believe she is 'not all there.'

"

" She is so far to be congratulated," observed

Sir Charles drily. " There is on your side then

your mother. Miss Euth, and Aunt Jerry ; and

against you the pro-consul, Mr. Eobert, and

Miss Jane."

Lawrence nodded. " Equal in number but

very disproportionate in strength," he sighed.

" And there is the usual complement of spies

and underlings on the stronger side, I conclude."
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" No. I have no enemy among the servants.

I don't say I have deserved then' goodwill;

perhaps it is because ihej hate their master and

mistress ; but they are as civil to me as though I

had the power of rewarding them."

Sir Charles thought to himself that in the

case of such a comely and pleasant young fellow

there might be a reason for the sympathy of at

least all female hearts.

" It is a humiliation to us, though they are

far from intending it," continued the lad, " that

both Aunt Jerry and I see that they pity us."

" You two are in Coventrj'^ together, then ?
"

" Yes, when anyone is at the Hall, and in

the evening she and I are always condemned to

have our meals in her room. We are not thought

good enough for the dining-room society."

" Well, upon my life, it seems to me that any

change should be welcome to you, my poor boy.

I heard something said about Singapore."

The young fellow's face grew troubled.

"Yes, I am to be sent there in a year's time,

to fill a vacancy that will occur there in a

merchant's office. It doubtless seems to you

that I ought to ' jump at it,' but I don't jump."
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" Home has still certain attractions for you,

then/' observed the other, looking critically at

his cigar.

" No, it is not that, or not entirely that ; but

since you are so kind as to show an interest in

my poor affairs, I may say that I have the vanity

to believe that if I could once get the chance,

T could make Tay own living in England."

" Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle of

Cathay, eh ?
"

" There is something of that in it, no doubt

;

but at the risk of arousing your ridicule
"

'' There is no risk of that," put in Sir Charles

gently; "if you have the least fear of wearing

your heart upon your sleeve lest I should peck

at it, dismiss it. Though no more like an eagle

than was your uncle Jerry, I am no daw."

" I am sure of that," said Lawrence earnestly.

*' But I know what is thought of young persons

who flatter themselves they have a turn for

literature and hope to make a living by their

pen."

" And what is it you think you may be able

to write ?
"

" Stories."
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" Well, well, it miglit have been worse/' said

Sir Charles, with a little sigh of relief.

" Might it ? " returned Lawrence in a voice

half humorous, half plaintive. " How could it

have been worse ?
''

*' Well, it might have been poetry, my dear

fellow."



CHAPTEE XI.

THE COURAGE OF HIS OPINIONS.

There was silence for awhile between the two

companions—so different in their natures and

yet, as it seemed, so well pleased with one another

—at that word " poetry." Lawrence, for the

first time, looked a little embarrassed ; his lips

parted as if about to speak, but nothing came of

it ; the amused smile which should by right have

illumined the baronet's features remained j)e7'dii ;

he had the cynic's faculty of making a dark

lantern of his mirth. It would have been easy

enough to pursue the subject, for he already had

the data, but he wished the confessions of his

young friend to be voluntary and not extorted.

*' As to stories, my good lad, you are quite

right in supposing that that is the only line of

business to be adopted in literature, if you want

more than bread and cheese ; but you will forgive
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me for saying tliat it is necessary to have a story

to tell."

'' Not at all," said Lawrence laughing, " to

judge by the success of yonder novels," and he

pointed to a pile of cheap fiction, chiefly of trans-

atlantic origin, heaped upon his bookcase.

" True ; but there is a certain knowledge of

life that does not come by instinct, and which

writers of twenty years of age do not possess.

Even novel readers prefer seasoned wits—experi-

ence that is at least equal to their own."

'' I know it, I know it," exclaimed the young

fellow impatiently ;
" but I am really not such

a fool as you think me."

" If you think that, it is a very small tribute

to my discernment," put in Sir Charles smiling.

"If it was so I should not be here, for example

;

I hate a fool much more, I fear, than a knave."

" I am speaking of the apparent folly of my
expectations," returned the young fellow, taking

no notice of the implied compliment. " My
position is rather peculiar : I have read a good

deal of what I believe will be of service for my
purpose ; and my surroundings, you will admit,

are exceptional."



THE COURAGE OF HIS OPIXIONS. 127

"He is going to lampoon liis relatives,"

thought the baronet to himself. " Upon my
word they would make good material."

" I am thoroughly acquainted with such life

as is to be found in Hillsland," continued Law-

rence, " both above and below ground, and I

think that I have some faculty of description."

He spoke not only with confidence—which is

common enough with literary beginners—but in

a tone of intense conviction ; with the air, too, of

one who has looked long at the subject on which

he discourses, and from all points of view. It

began to occur to Sir Charles's mind that in his

friendly feeling towards this budding genius he

had " let himself in " for more than he had in-

tended. He still, however, felt kindly disposed

to the lad, while the sense of responsibility with

which the giving advice to the young troubles

some people, sat so lightly on his shoulders as

not to be perceptible.

" I have told you I have sunk to the condition

of a critic, my good fellow," he said cheerfully,

" and though my opinion may be of the usual

value of ' advice gratis,' it is quite at your ser-

vice ; if you will show me some of your produc-
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tions, of which I am sure you have many, and

they are of moderate length—eh ? Why do you

laugh?"

Lawrence, indeed, was laughing heartily.

The apprehensions of his companion had made

themselves so manifest under the cloak (though

it was no disguise) of friendly interest, that it

was too much for his sense of humour.

" Though it might not have been so bad as

an epic, you feared that it might be a three-

volume novel," he said smiling. " Perhaps it

even struck you that I might have offered to

read it to you ?
"

" No, no, my dear fellow, I didn't think that,"

said Sir Charles with apologetic haste, " the man
who lays his hand upon one of his own manu-

scripts, and even in the way of kindness reads it

aloud to his friend, deserves—well, deserves to

have a Robert Stratton for his uncle."

" Quite true, and you can't go further than

that," said Lawrence gravely. '' But since you

are so very kind as to offer me your opinion

—

which will be invaluable to me, for I know no

one to consult on such matters—I will some day

put a specimen or two of my poor productions
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into your hands. IN'ow I will not talk shop any

more—good heavens, the coffee !

"

" Is there coffee ? I shall almost think it

comes from heaven."

"A thousand pardons ; but I am unused to

the obligations of hospitality. Your kindness

and sociability drove everything else out of my
mind, but coffee is the one thing I can give you.

My grandfather, in a fit of generosity, or in some

sudden recollection of her existence, once gave

Aunt Jerry some which is really excellent, and

she gave me a share of it."

" Long live the Eajah
!

" exclaimed Sir Charles

enthusiastically. " No one can tell what I have

suffered, my good lad, for the last hour. Your

conversation is delightful, but I confess I did

want my coffee."

If Lawrence had entertained a doubt—which

he had not—of the genuineness of his friend's

sentiments hitherto, there could be no suspicion

at least of this one. The drink in question was

one of those " comforts " he had confessed were

indispensable to him. The host went to a

cupboard and brought out a battered coffee-pot

and a spirit lamp, while his guest, with a cigar
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in bis mouth and a languid interest in his eye,

examined the book-case.

" You have Byron's works here, I see. ' Childe

Harold ' seems to have been a recent acquisition,

and ' Don Juan ' an earlier ; it is more thumbed,

at all events.''

" Well, the fact is, I can't read the ' Childe.'

At the risk of falling in your estimation I must

admit he wearies me."

" Never mind my estimation ; always speak

your mind with me. As it happens, I think no

worse of you. I have been at all the places

described, which of course adds an interest to the

poem, and yet he wearies me."

" Byron seems to me melodramatic ; too

much given up to egotism and vanity ; he sug-

gests nothing."

The baronet smiled.

" Well, it is not my mission to defend him.

' Other men other minds,' is an aphorism which

applies to the poet most of all; the generation

Avho most esteems him is almost always his own

generation, though not perhaps at first."

" That was not the way with Shelley and

Keats."
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" True, nor with Tennyson, thougli I can re-

member when Tennyson was pronounced ' girlish
'

and even ' unintelHgible.' A great scholar, a

friend of mine, always shook his head at ' Tears,

idle Tears ' because he couldn't put it into Latin

verse."

" That would be my difficulty, too," said

Lawrence laughing ;
" and yet to me it is the

most beautiful and suggestive poem in the lan-

guage."

" If that is your opinion of it at twenty, you

may judge what is mine at fifty, when one feels

what you only imagine."

" And yet you tell me you are no longer

appreciative ?
"

" Well, I suppose one is human after all,"

returned the other, " that is occasionally."

He looked annoyed, like a man about town,

who is recognised by an acquaintance while

piloting a blind beggar across the street. " You

have ' Don Quixote ' and ' Gril Bias,' I see, which

everybody reads—enough to swear by."

" Yes. Bury me in what living tomb you

please," said Lawrence pathetically, " but give

me my 'Don Quixote,' and a light to read it by,

J 2
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and I am content. Strip me of house and land,

but leave me ' Gil Bias/ and you will never rob

me of my mirth."

The baronet laughed outright. " Upon my
life, my young friend, you have the courage of

your opinions ; but you will find it just as well

to keep them to yourself, if you mean to be on

good terms with the critics. Here is ' Tristram

Shandy/ that, too, is not dropping to pieces from

over use, I notice."

" How is it possible to like a book in which

the author rarely finishes a chapter, or even a

sentence, and ' gets no forrarder ' in' a hundred

pages ; it is like driving a gig from John

O'Grroat's house to the Land's End with a jib-

bing horse. There are occasional indecencies,

I admit, but not nearly so many as he is credited

with."

'' And that is the way you speak of one of

our British classics !
" cried the baronet, holding

up his delicate hands.

" Well, the fact is, I suppose, that being cut

off from all occupation and amusement, I have

been compelled to read the immortal Sterne,

which is not the case with the majority of his
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admirers—Here's your coffee, Sir Charles, at

last."

But the baronet, capricious even in his

desires, had already fixed his attention elsewhere.

" Why here is an unpublished volume ; a trea-

sure in MS. ; by Jingo, and in verse too. Why
you're a rhymester after ^11 !

"

" I never said I wasn't," replied the young

fellow doggedly ; "no one is bound to criminate

himself; besides, you only said in speaking of

my literary ambition you were ' glad it was not

poetry
'

; and so far you may be glad still."

" Your modesty does you credit, my lad, but

these verses begin well.

" ' Cherry cheeked, merry eyed,

Lip apart, head aside,

Crowned with thy golden hair

;

Maiden, this youth of thine.

Far more than men or wine,

Breedeth joy, slayeth care.^

" They are addressed ' To ,' I see, quite

on the old fashion."

"Yes, they are," observed Lawrence drily.

"A very proper reproof to my curiosity,"

returned the other, closing the little book. "It
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is a private volume, and I ought not to have

opened it."

"Why should you not have done so, since it

was in the bookcase with the rest ? I had no

intention of inflicting any of its contents upon

you, but since you have them there they are

quite at your service;^' Sir Charles resumed

his seat, and sipped his coffee, book in hand ; he

turned over its pages with languid interest.

" Melancholy, of course," he murmured, as if to

himself ;
" when we are young and vigorous we

are melancholy out of ' pure cussedness,' when

we grow old we are so by compulsion. ' Lines

on dejection
!

' 'Farewell,' it's like saying 'good-

bye ' instead of ' good morning.' ' Poverty,'

well you do know something about that, my lad.

What's this ? ' The Home Spirit.'

'^ ' Like a sunbeam ghding oyer common places.

About this dreary home of ours she moves,

What^er her hands are set unto she graces,

Her duties not beneath the things she loves/

" A good line that.

" ' Serene, unconscious of her perfect sweetness.

As one of those moss-roses she hath tied
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In clustered beauty, with some art past neatness

As born high-heartedness excelletb pride/

" Pretty, vert/. What follows too is good,

and the last verse charming,

" ^ Ah ! bliss to him to whom she shall be given !

Fond heart, clear head, pure soul and form so fair.

Her spirit well might cleave to it in Heaven,

And meet him chario;'eless and unant^eled there/

" Has the angel ever seen this ?
"

" What angel ? " inquired Lawrence, looking

into his coffee cup, as if to tell his fortune by

the dregs.

" The young lady to whom these lines are

addressed. She walks the earth, I suppose, at

present?
"

"Yes ; she has seen them."

" And the other ?
"

''What other?"

" Come, come, you might credit me with

some small degree of intelligence. ' Lip apart,

head aside, crowned with golden hair.' Has s/ie

seen f/iat F
"

" Yes, ' the other,' as you call her, has seen

that."
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" Then I will ask no more questions, though

one more was on the tip of my tongue."

" Pray ask it, if you have a mind."

" I was going to inquire whether the angel

had seen the other verses, or the lady with the

golden hair those addressed to the angel ; but

it is unnecessary, for I am quite sure tliey have

not—there now, I have annoyed you ; I cannot

say how I regret it. I told you I was a cynic,

but I did not mean to be rude ; pray forgive

me.

" I have done that already," said the young

fellow, but the cloud still sat on his mobile face.

" 1 can't afford to quarrel with you."

" Ah, that is cruel, a weapon forbidden by

the comity of nations. Put yourself in my
place."

" True," said Lawrence penitently, "I should

not have said it, but what you have just said

about melancholy applies to us in a reverse

sense as regards bitterness. You are bitter

because it is your fancy to be so ; I am bitter

from circumstances over which I have no con-

trol."

'' You are quite right, and I have been quite
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wrong," continued tlie baronet, holding out his

hand. " And in token of forgiveness I must

ask you to pilot me back to my own room. I

shall know my way here before I leave Hillsland

Hall, for we shall, I hope, have many another

chat together."



CHAPTER XII.

THE HONOURED GUEST.

Sir Charles had been no hypocrite in his show

of interest in the affairs of his young friend.

He even felt a sort of gratitude to him for

having evoked it. Sentiment of almost all

kinds was well-nigh dead within him, and he

v^as not displeased to have it resuscitated. It

has been well observed that we do not leave our

vices, our vices leave us, and the same thing is

true of our nobler emotions ; as we grow old,

and especially if we have passed our lives in

idleness and pleasure, not only our illusions, but

our sympathies, gradually die out. In some

cases, avarice, the desire of useless gain, swallows

up, like Aaron's rod, all other feelings, but from

that curse, at least, Sir Charles was free He
was by no means too much of a gentleman to

do things that were base, but he shrank from



THE HONOURED GUEST. 139

anytliing sordid ; his nature, if not delicate, was

fastidious. But he only spoke the simple truth

when he had said that he cared only for comfort

;

as regarded all other matters his character had

become a stagnant pooh There still, however, lay

within it in process of dissolution some elements

of good, and they had been brought to the sur-

face by Lawrence Merridew. He was genuinely

interested in the young fellow ; the contempt

and neglect with which he was treated by his

relatives aroused his indignation, while at the

same time it flattered the baronet's self-esteem.

The behaviour of Mr. Eobert and Miss Jane

were, he persuaded himself, exactly what was to

be expected, and corroborated his cynical and

pessimistic views of life.

There was something else, too, which quick-

ened his decaying interests. Mr. Robert was a

far cleverer knave than he gave him credit for,

and had shown his cleverness in baiting his

hook for the blase baronet. He had gathered

that Sir Charles had been struck with Euth,

when he met her at the bazaar, and had rightly

concluded that his admiration of her would be

increased by a nearer acquaintance. Certain
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Eastern jewels in the ex-Commissioner's pos-

session—he had quite a collection of such trea-

sures—about which Sir Charles had expressed

some curiosity, had favoured the pretext for

inviting him to Hillsland Hall, but the uncon-

scious Euth was the Kohinoor on whose beauty

he relied to dazzle his father's guest ; and this

object had been so far accomplished.

To say that Sir Charles had fallen in love

with her, would indeed have been a monstrous

exaggeration; but he was greatly struck with

her. In his youth he had been a victim to the

fair sex ; later on these relations had been

reversed ; and in his maturity he had still a

weakness for them, though tempered by ex-

perience. At fifty years of age, however, he was

still vain enough to imagine that, if he chose to

take trouble enough, he could inspire even a girl

with the tender passion ; he possessed very great

and rare advantages for such a conquest, and did

not underrate them. On the other hand, it was

necessary that the young person in question

should be somewhat isolated, ignorant of the

world, and (especially) without other suitors more

eligible as regarded age. He could have won
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her perhaps away even from them, unwillingly

;

but with that he would not have been content.

He was exacting in that respect. Much as he

had admired Euth in the drawing-room, he had

a suspicion that his admiration was thrown away

from the manner in which she spoke of Lawrence

;

if her affections were already fixed on her cousin,

he felt it was hopeless to attempt to win them,

though he might win ker. If /le had been

charmed with the young fellow on so short an

acquaintance, he could easily understand how

attractive he must be to one of the other sex,

living under the same roof with him, and deeply

sympathising with the unmerited cruelty with

which he was treated. His poverty, his wrongs,

his lack of friends, would be so many claims upon

her generosity and tenderness.

In the face of such rivalship the baronet

would have withdrawn from the struggle, though

backed by all the grandfathers, aunts, and uncles

in Christendom. With Lawrence Merridew in

his mind's eye, it was impossible to regard his

own maturer charms with complacency, and

though he could give him many points in the

art of pleasing, the natural attraction of the lad
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—his enthusiasm, his literary ambition, his

touching, though doubtless misplaced confidence

in himself, and his youthful brightness—would

outweigh his efforts even in that direction. But

his conversation with Lawrence that evening, so

far at least as that young gentleman was con-

cerned, had relieved his mind with respect to

Euth ; he felt convinced that the lad's affections

were engaged elsewhere, no doubt to the young

lady in whose company he had seen him in the

orchard that day. The verses, the discovery of

which had caused Lawrence such embarrassment,

described her personal appearance, so far as Sir

Charles remembered it, and he had still a sharp

eye for a pretty face, accurately enough ; whereas

the reading those other verses evidently depict-

ing someone else, and presumably Ruth, had

awakened in their composer no embarrassment at

all. They were not like the former, a picture

drawn by passionate admiration, but merely, at

most, by tender esteem. In eliciting this in-

formation Sir Charles had been obliged to run

the risk of giving offence to his young friend,

but it had been worth the risk, and no offence,

save for the passing moment, had been taken.
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Without confessing as mncli to himself, he felt

more pleased with Lawrence, as regarded this

matter, than with all else. His impulse to be-

friend him and assist his simple plans was greatly

strengthened by it. To do good to one's

enemies is an injunction which a good many

people find it difficult to obey, and it is possible

that Sir Charles's generous intentions towards

Lawrence would have dwindled away had he

found in him a rival. As matters stood, he felt

all the vehemence of goodwill which is enter-

tained by those who only very seldom propose

to themselves a scheme of benevolence ; more-

over, it was aided by a cordial dislike for Law-

rence's persecutors.

Mr. Robert had made a very bad impression

on him ; nor, curiously enough, did he thank

him for the opportunity he had afforded him of

approaching Ruth herself, the motives for which,

while entirely exculpating her from all collusion

with them, he thoroughly understood. Miss

Jane, he thought, almost equally objectionable :

a hard woman, even with the mitigations of

youth and good looks, was hateful to him ; and

cruelty and oppression—for though he had been
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very cruel in his time, and taken advantage of

the weakness of others, his conduct had never

appeared to him in that light—were revolting to

his nature.

The question that now presented itself to Sir

Charles was not so much how to help his young

friend, about which he felt tolerably sanguine, but

how to show friendship to him without arousing

the anger or increasing the bitterness of his

enemies. He might, indeed, have ignored him,

and only sought his companionship, as he had

already done, surreptitiously ; but there were

limits to his self-denial. His capacity for boredom

was exceedingly small ; he could not even, for

Lawrence's sake, endure any period of imprison-

ment at the Hall, combined with the hard

labour of making himself agreeable to Mr.

Eobert, or listening to the ex-Commissioner's

lectures upon irrigation. He must have some

intelligent person to converse with. He was not

a man that could stand being shown over the

stables every morning, by anybody ; or talked to

about the crops, which at Hillsland were mostly

underground. It would be a little difficult to

get out of all this without compromising his
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protege, but it must be done somehow or other,

and though not till after, what he was disinclined

to give to any matter, a little serious considera-

tion, he thought he saw his way.

At breakfast time next morning, Lawrence

appeared with the rest, but not in his usual rags.

Attire was not a matter that, even in his salad

daj^s, had had much attraction for Sir Charles.

" If a man is a trump," he had been wont to say,

" it signifies nothing about his suit ;
" but the

spruceness of the lad's costume was a revelation

to his new friend. He gathered from it, at once,

that their companionship of the previous evening

had become known, and that since the honoured

guest had taken an inexplicable fancy to this

insignificant member of the household, his

relatives had thought it worth while that the

lad should be attired like a gentleman. And so

indeed it was. It had been Mr. Robert's inten-

tion to keep him out of sight during Sir Charles's

stay, since he shrewdly suspected that whatever

the lad might have to say to him would not be

to the credit of his rulers and betters ; but now

that the mischief had been done, it was clearly

injudicious to corroborate by an open show of

K
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ill-treatment any slanders lie may have uttered.

The fact was that Mr. Eobert, ferreting about

in " the Warren," had actually come upon his

nephew on his way to his own room after leaving

that of Sir Charles. He had been in hopes of

having caught him out in some delinquency, but

the lad's manner, always bold enough, at once

convinced him by its " infernal impertinence

"

(as he afterwards described it to Aunt Jane) that

he had been mistaken.

" li you want to know what I have been

about
"

'' I do,'' put in Mr. Eobert furiously.

" I have been smoking a cigar with Sir

Charles Walden."

It was an unpleasant piece of information as

it stood, but if he had known how large a share

Sir Charles's dislike of himself had had to do

with it, Mr. Robert Stratton would have been

still more disgusted ; as it was he set it down to

the baronet's disinclination to the company of

Mr. Grrueby, for which he was compelled to

admit there was some excuse. The parson and

he had had that matter out together, not entirely

to his own advantage, and the Master of the
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House had at a later hour, dwelt upon his clerical

friend's behaviour with much distinctness of con-

demnation. " For the future, sir, at all events,"

the old gentleman had fumed out, " since your

plan of introducing a drunken helot for his enter-

tainment has broken down, see that Sir Charles

has his own way while he remains w4th us in

every particular/'

K 2



CHAPTER XIII.

THE ''stretcher."

" See that Sir Charles has his own way." That

fiat of the ex-Commissioner's, delivered with all

the vehemence of which he was capable (and

this was still considerable), was of great service

to the baronet's plan. On the previous day,

Mr. Eobert had endeavoured to impress him

with the extent and pressing nature of his occu-

pations, " The cares of a vast estate which my
father is no longer in a condition to superintend,

etc. etc.," and this his guest now opportunely

called to mind.

" You must not treat me, Mr. Robert, as a

stranger within your gates," he said. " There is

no greater nuisance in a house where the host

has his duties to perform than a mere idler ; if I

am not to be looked upon as one of the family, I

shall take myself off."
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It was quite touching to see how Miss Jane

was affected hy this threat, at once so terrible and

so friendly. " If you can only be content with

our goodwill, Sir Charles—for I am afraid we

have few attractions indeed to offer you
"

Here she stopped, doubtless from emotion, and

placed her hand upon her niece's shoulder, who

happened to be her neighbour, either for support

or in illustration of the attractions of which she

spoke.

" Content ? " he said, " if only I can feel

assured that I am putting no one to incon-

venience I shall enjoy myself thoroughly. I

always think that in large country houses such

as this, the guest is happiest who is left to his

own devices, unless, indeed, he is one of those

miserable men who requires to be amused.'*

" But some of us ladies who have nothing to

do," observed Miss Jane, " will be very happy to

entertain you, or at all events to do their best to

do so," and again she suffered her fingers to stray

caressingly on Euth's shoulder.

" I shall be troublesome enough to them, no

doubt," he answered smiling, " but for this

morning I have promised myself a long walk
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with Master Lawrence, yonder, for my cicerone."

His tone was as indifferent as he could make it,

and he did not even so much as look at the lad

as he spoke ; but it was plain nevertheless that his

proposal was not a welcome one to the lady of

the house.

" Lawrence is at your service, of course," she

said, with such marked coldness that Mr. Eohert

felt it his duty to tender an explanation of it.

" It seems to me, Sir Charles," he observed

slily, ''that you have made the ladies rather

jealous."

" If any of them is equal to a ten mile stretch,"

exclaimed the guest, " I need not say how glad I

shall be of her company ; but I am under a vow,

imposed by my medical adviser, to do that

amount of walking whenever possible."

It was known that the baronet was a great

pedestrian, though it was not so generally under-

stood that he was under the doctor's hands, so

that his transparent little fib passed muster ; a^d

for the rest of the meal he did his best to curry

favour with Miss Jane (and at the same time to

please himself) by paying attention to Euth.

That, he felt, was his best way out of his diffi-
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cultj as regarded Lawrence, and it was a very

pleasant w^aj. His proposal of companionship

wdtli her cousin had evidently gratified her ; it

w^as plain she admired his courage in exploding

what was little less than a bombshell to her aunt

and uncle in thus taking by the hand the object

of their contempt and ill-treatment, and perhaps

(he thought) she envied that social position which

had enabled him to do it with impunity. The

subject that most interested Ruth, when he had

the opportunity of speaking with her out of ear-

shot of the rest, he soon found to be Lawrence,

which, though from one point of view unwelcome,

was in another at least convenient. It was one

which not only gave him an opportunity for

eloquence, but also for presenting to her the most

attractive side of his character, his sympathy

with the weak, his contempt for the oppressor,

and the interest he felt in the lad's literary

ambition.

In public he prudently took as little notice of

him as possible. He displayed the same caution

as respected Mrs. Merridew, and even Aunt

Jerry, so careful was he not to oifend the higher

powers more than could be helped. Why he
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troubled himself to undertake a parb so alto-

gether strange to his nature and habits was a

question he would have found some difficulty in

answering; but though it could not be said, at

present at all events, that he played it for love,

he certainly threw himself into it con amore.

Mrs. Jeremiah Lock, by the way, had been

presented to him for the first time that morning

;

a spiritless and almost speechless lady, prema-

turely old, and who evidently shrank from all

observation. Euth had saluted her with great

tenderness, which had power to revive her a

little as water re-animates some fadmg flower,

bound to wither, but her air and manner was

with others painful in its humility ; she appeared

to be making a perpetual apology for her own

existence, though it w^as pretty plain that she

would not long give offence by it. The obvious

delicacy of her state of health, indeed, gave a

pathos to features which would have been other-

wise uninteresting and commonplace enough.

Sir Charles, who was not without imagina-

tion, pictured her to himself as a once light-

hearted and perhaps even comely woman, whose

spirits had been crushed out of her by years of
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dependence and oppression ; bnt Aunt Jerry had

been always dull and plain, though she had

taken Mr. Lock's fancy, or whatever had been the

substitute for it. She was thought at the time

to have made the best match of the family, but

the fortune her Jeremiah had made for himself

was even then a little ''dipped," and had gone

on dipping (underground) until nothing re-

mained of it but shares in unproductive mines,

or what w^as worse, liabilities. Even those who

had regarded her most charitably thought her

" a poor creature," as indeed she was, and it had

even been said of her that she was ''a little

touched in the upper decks ;
" in this, however,

they were mistaken, though it would have been

better for her, perhaps, had it been so ; but

—

" To know the change and feel it,

When there was none to heed it.

Nor numbed sense to feel it,"

was poor Aunt Jerry's lot.

From the circumstance of their being both

in the same condemnation by the authorities

—

though in her case this came from no particular

antagonism, they only pronounced her "not
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presentable "—Lawrence and she were thrown a

good deal together ; but the young fellow did

not pretend to have much regard for her. He
pitied and was kind to her, as he would have

been to any creature in distress, but he had no

more sympathy with her, individually, than she

with him, and he would rather, perhaps, have

been left to himself altogether, than to her

commonplace company, except for certain mate-

rial advantaofes—such as the coffee—which it

brought him. But with Ruth it was different

;

when Aunt Jerry would sometimes complain,

" I am not clever enough for Lorry ; he doesn't

care for a stupid, tedious old woman like me," it

sent a pang through her tender heart. She would

never blame her cousin. " Lorry is very pecu-

liar. Aunt Jerry," she would reply, " he is rapt

in quite other matters than those which concern

you and me, but he is very fond of you, I'm

sure," yet in secret she wished Lorry had been

more genial with his relative. To her it signi-

fied little that Aunt Jerry cared nothing for

music, poetry, painting, and the fine arts, and

was in fact very dull and unattractive ; the

adversity into which she had fallen was claim
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enough upon her goodwill, and the poor old

woman (though she was not really old, though

she seemed to he so both to herself and others)

repaid her kindnesses with all the affection of

which she was capable.

Something of this Sir Charles soon gathered

from Euth herself, for his frankness was con-

tagious ; and, indeed, when a man is really

frank, and at the same time understands how to

make his confidences agreeable, he possesses the

very best equipment for the conquest of all

hearts. That is, all tender ones ; in dealing with

others—the harsh ones—he is apt to be at a

disadvantage. There is nothing, it is justly

said, so attractive as naturalness, but that pre-

suj)poses the same attribute in the person

attracted. Sir Charles, for example, would

certainly not have recommended himself to his

host, or to his host's son, by a display of frank-

ness ; indeed, if he had carried that virtue to

extremity his stay at Hillsland Hall would have

come to an end at once ; his very invitation, we

may say, would have been incontinently can-

celled. But his air of candour was, in his com-

munications with them, most useful to him. He
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had not only the ars celare artem, but the art of

appearing most open when he was concealing his

own sentiments, and even speaking in direct

contradiction to them. " What gives me the

greatest pleasure," he once said, " is to hoodwink

scoundrels," but gratifying as that social amuse-

ment undoubtedly is, it is apt to encourage a

habit of duplicity with reference even to honest

members of the community ; and as

—

" The playing" the games whose moves are Death

Makes a man draw too proud a breath/'

SO the making fools or puppets of our fellow-

creatures is apt to deteriorate the moral cha-

racter.

No apprehension of that kind, however, ever

entered Sir Charles's mind, or would perhaps have

disturbed it, had it done so. Whatever were

his faults, self-consciousness—that microscopical

inspection of our feelings and their consequences

which is so fashionable nowadays, but so deadly

dull to read about in books—was not among

them. If he had been a beggar living from

hand to mouth, he could not have taken " shorter

views " about everything. Sufficient for the day,
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with him, was the pleasure thereof; and this

cynical, brilliant, diase man of the world was in

his pleasures as impulsive as a schoolboy. That

this idiosyncrasy had wrecked his life—though

to the common eye there seemed so much of

salvage about it as to make the disaster count

for little—he was well aware ; but that did not

alter matters nor him. A natural disposition,

strengthened and encouraged by circumstances,

is not like the backbone of a fish, that can be

eliminated with a silver fork by a skilled hand

;

it remains with us till we drop into our graves.

Strange, therefore, as it might seem, and

especially to those who thought they knew him

best. Sir Charles started for his '' stretcher " with

his young friend that morning with almost the

same sense of thoughtless enjoyment as his com-

panion ; the boy, in fact, was much the more

thoughtful of the two, having as he imagined (as

the other, indeed, would have readily acknow-

ledged) much more to think about. The idea

had not unnaturally taken root in his mind that

it was possible he had found in his new friend a

helper, nay—such had been the sympathy evinced

in his literary aspirations—almost a helpmate,
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small as seemed the opportunity. It was the

first chink, as it were, through which the lad

had seen daylight. Youth and hope are better

castle builders (in the air) than can be found in

the Society of Architects ; somehow he ven-

tured to believe that Sir Charles could smooth

the way for him, if not to the dizzy heights of

the Temple of Fame, at all events to some

moderate elevation above the waters of want

;

and in the meantime he was immensely pleased

at having been chosen for his cicerone in their

morning's ramble.

Lawrence Merridew was a true lover of

nature, and the task of pointing out the beauties

of Hillsland was very congenial to him, for they

were well worth attention. The village, a very

picturesque one, was itself highly placed, but

above it towered a great table-land, crested with

forests of firs, from which there was a truly

magnificent view. In the fresh and vigorous air

that always blew there the odour of the pine

trees was mingled with the " scent of the sea,"

borne inland for many a mile. Between the

village and the ocean lay quite another district,

that of the mines, but the disfigurements they
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caused on the surface were from this altitude

hardly noticeable, and merely gave variety to

the landscape. Sir Charles listened to his young

friend with less of interest than amusement, as

he descanted enthusiastically upon this and that

object of admiration ; for he did not much care

for "nature." The primrose by the river's brim

was a primrose to him and nothing more, nor

did the daffodil haunt his dreams ; and he took

a similar prosaic view of landscape. What it

all suggested to the elder man, when it suggested

anything, was of a w^holly different kind to the

thoughts it awakened in the younger. At the

topmost clump of firs Lawrence halted

—

" This is the finest view we ha\ e," he said.

" Half the county lies beneath us."

" Yes ; I was here once before," returned the

other indifferently, but with a certain air of

unpleasant reminiscence too, " when I was

standing for it."

" When you were standing for what ? " asked

Lawrence puzzled.

" The county. You know nothing about it,

of course," added the other, in reply to his look

of astonishment, '^ and besides, I didn't get in."
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" How was that ? " said Lawrence, not quite

knowing what he said ; he felt that he had

stumbled upon a disagreeable topic.

" Well—-not that it signifies—but it was the

tongue of slander." He murmured to himself

contemptuously the well-known motto of a

northern college, " They say ; what say they ?

Let them say," and resumed his walk with rapid

steps in silence.



CHAPTER XIV.

AT THE CORNER.

That long-continued silence was the first sign

of egotism Sir Charles had manifested to his

3^oung companion. Considering their relative

ages and positions he had hitherto shown an

unlooked for abnegation of self ; he had thrown

himself, if not heart and soul, at all events with

the appearance of so doing, into the other's

affairs, with a complete abnegation of his own.

But now, it seemed, he had begun to think of

them. His smooth brow was furrowed, his

" Cupidon " lips tw^itched with strange excite-

ment, or closed together tightly. The impassive,

gracious man was troubled with some remini-

scence of his past. There w^ere still living many

men who would have said, "And no wonder,"

but they were not those who had known him

best. His nature was not one given to rstro-

L
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spection, far less to cry over spilt milk. But

that recollection of having been rejected for tlie

county was bitter to him, for it had been one of

tlie few occasions when his amour propre had

been wounded. So it often happens in tlie long

catalogue of our sins against God and man, that

the consequence of one of them, though it may
have been a very inadequate punishment for it,

stands out in our memory, and makes us appear

to ourselves as^OTieved. It had been almost the

only time, and was certainly the last, in which

Sir Charles Walden had ever appealed to the

opinion of his fellow-creatures, and it had been

recorded against him. It had been a small

matter—a very small one in comparison with

other subjects of regret in his career, but none

had made so great an impression upon him.

There are some of us who have no remorse for

serious offences, but it takes very little to em-

bitter their lives. Hitherto Sir Charles had seemed

to give himself up to the mood of his young

companion, and even to take pains to say nothing

of discouragement ; but for the remainder of the

walk he was at first distrait, and when he grad-

ually recovered his self-possession, cynical.
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"It is amazing to me," lie presently said,

" tliat witli all this love of yours for nature, you

should have such an ambition for things outside

it
;
you ought to be a philosopher, or rather a

philosophic poet, content with ' the root and the

spring,' and never wish to stray from these

charming surroundings."

" Well, I don't wis& to exchange them for

Singapore, it is very true," said Lawrence, his

sense of gratitude to his companion (not perhaps

unmixed with that of favours to come) struggling

with a feeling of indignation at what seemed

very like a sneer ;
" but though ^ou may not see

the necessity of it. Sir Charles, I must live, and

even ' the root ' you speak of would in my case

not be forthcoming." Though the lad's tone

was quiet, his face showed what he felt.

"Forgive. me, my dear boy," said the other

impulsively, " I spoke like a brute to whom
roots are the proper nutriment. I wanted—or

rather the devil within me wanted—to say some-

thing spiteful, and I said it to the wrong person.

Why, that is Hurlby, is it not, out yonder ?
"

" Yes
;
your round tower just peeps above

the trees ; when the flag is flying, which I

L 2
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suppose betokens your presence, it looks still

more picturesque."

"You will see it nearer, soon, I hope, when

the flag is flying," returned the other graciously.

" There are some things in the castle that will

please you."

Lawrence murmured a few words of thanks

for the invitation, which indeed gave him great

pleasure ; and the more, since it was wholly

unexpected ; for he knew that Sir Charles lived

the life of a recluse.

" I hope you won't find it so dull as I do,"

continued the baronet. "It is my' experience,

however, that one can stand a visit to almost

everywhere once, always supposing one can get

away when one likes."

" I trust that that tribute to the delights of

hospitality," said Lawrence laughing, " does not

imply that we shall not see you again at Ilills-

land?"
" If so, it will not be because the Hall wants

attractions, I do assure you," said the other

earnestly; then, more lightly, "perhaps the

Eajah may not ask me again. I have a sus-

picion that I have not made a favourable im-
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pression on him, and still less on your Uncle

Eobert."

" If it be so, tliat comes of befriending me,''

observed Lawrence gratefully.

"That is sad, for so far as I can I shall

continue to earn his ill-will in that respect,"

answered the other smiling. " Now we are

getting home again. Whose is that melan-

choly-looking house yonder, with the ' garden

of the sluggard ' attached to it ?
"

" That is Mr. Salesby's," said Lawrence with

a slight flush.

'

' Then let us drop in and pay him a caU : I

owe him one, for he voted for me at the election.

If Mr. Grueby is to be trusted—which, however,

is doubtful—we shall get the latest Derby tip

from him."

Lawrence cared nothing for Derby tips,

though perhaps as much as Sir Charles did.

The latter, indeed, was simply curious to see the

young lady on whom, as he had reason to suspect,

his 3^oung friend had set his affections, and of

whom he had already caught a fleeting glance in

the orchard on the previous day. He might also

have wished to renew his acquaintance, if the
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very little he knew of him could be so called, with

Mr. Salesby, who was a " character " in his way,

though not a good one. He belonged to one of

the oldest families in the county, who, though

they had never occupied a prominent position,

had been in a fairly elevated one—till horse and

hound had ruined their present representative.

Dick Salesby had still a "bit of blood " on which

he hunted twice a week in the season, but it was

the last link with his palmy days that was left

to him. His neighbours of the gentry still

nodded to him in familiar fashion, but not even

the humblest labourer touched his cap ; the

agricultural mind is dull, but it is keen to recog-

nise superiority of position, and the want of it.

His friends were only found in the pot-house,

mostly hangers-on of the turf. Lawrence was

ashamed of the manwhom (in his brightest dreams)

he pictured as his father-in-law, and of the ram-

shackly dwelling he called his home ; but since

his companion was bent on visiting it, there was

no escape. He only hoped that Kitty would be

away somewhere, for it would be dreadful if Sir

Charles should see her—like a jewel set in pewter

—amid such sordid surroundings.
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" AYliy the place is to let !

" exclaimed Sir

Cliarles, pointing to a notice board tliat leant like

a drunken flag over the broken paling which

fringed the neglected garden.

" i^o ; it is Mr. Salesby's peculiar way of in-

forming strangers of the name of his house ; he

calls it ' The Corner.' Some allusion to the

Derby course, I believe."

" Oh, I see : Tattenham Corner. Our friend

is an original."

At that moment, as if to illustrate the fact,

Mr. Salesby appeared at his own front door.

He was a spare little man, who, if he had been

younger, might well have been taken for a jockey

out of place ; he looked as if he had been

" sweated down," and had suffered in health in

consequence. His appearance was " horsey,"

from the straw in his mouth to the spurs on his

old ill-kept top boots. He had just come in

from his morning ride through the back door of

his residence, which opened conveniently on the

stable yard.

" Well, Master Lorry, how goes it ? " he

shouted, almost as loud as a view holloa. '' Come

in, and bring your friend with you."
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As they obeyed the invitation, and walked up

the well-worn gravel walk, the visitor took note

of the desolate aspect of the house—the stains of

weather it showed, the patched windows, and the

blank spaces where others had long ago been

built over to avoid the tax, and left so when it

had been done away with.

"What! Sir Charles Walden is it?' ex-

claimed the host with pleased surprise as they

drew nearer. " Welcome to ' The Corner.' You
must be dry after a walk in this weather ; have

a glass of claret."

He pronounced the word—perhaps to mod-

estly intimate the mildness of the vintage—as

though it were monosyllabic.

" I would rather have a glass of ale," replied

the other smiling. " I remember how good your

tap used to be, though it is many years ago since

I tasted it last."

" Aye ; that was at the great election time,

fifteen years ago. It was not my fault that you

did not get in. What I said was, when people

said things agen you, ' Let byegones be bye-

gones.' Take a seat, Sir Charles."

He led them into a ba/rely-furnished room,
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the walls hung round with pictures of Derby

winners, looking very much alike, and a portrait

of the host on horseback, very unlike him, or at

all events what he had since become. It was a

spick and span model of mounted propriety, and

suggested a M.F.H. considering whether he

should accept the office of churchwarden. The

handles of the bell-ropes were foxes' '* pads ;

"

upon the mantelpiece, stuck in cheap vases, as

though they had been flowers, were foxes' brushes

:

above them, as though it had just bitten its way

through the w^all, was a fox's head. There was

a litter of clay pipes, fragments of tobacco, and

bills headed " accounts rendered " upon the table,

which Mr. Salesby cleared away by the simple

process of sweeping them on to the floor with his

" crop," which he still held in his hand. " They

may just as well lie there as anywhere else," he

grinned, " so far as an}^ chance of their being

paid is concerned."

" Yes, the times are bad indeed for us who

live by the land," observed Sir Charles sym-

pathetically.

" They're deuced bad with ???e, at all events,"

replied the host, not without a touch of satire
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and a use of the figure termed ellipsis, though

he was unconscious of his obligation to it. He
disliked the other's pretence of being in the same

boat—'' Impecuniosity "—with himself, but his

sense of the duties of hospitality forbad his re-

senting it. He rang the bell, and on its being

answered by a slatternly girl, exclaimed, " Yell,

and glasses round ; " then added, as she was

leaving the room, " and tell your young missis to

come down."

Lawrence sighed and looked out of the

window, while Sir Charles fixed his attention on

the portrait of their host.

'' Aye, that's Stickaback," cried Mr. Salesby,

—it was not from modesty that he attributed the

interest of the picture to the horse, rather than

to its rider, but simply that in his eyes the

equine race was superior to the human

—

'' the

best timber jumper of his day, bar none. He'd

ha' won the ' Liverpool ' but for a cussed storm,

which made the ground slippery."

" What great events hang on small causes,"

observed the baronet demurely.

" You may say that, for I lost four hun-

dred pounds by his not keeping his legs

—



AT THE CORNER. 171

but here's the yell ; where 's Miss Kitty,

lass ?
"

*' She's coming up the walk now," returned

the handmaid.

Lawrence was already acquainted with the

fact, and indeed had been making appealing but

unmistakable signs to her to go back again. Sir

Charles turned to the window and beheld, as it

struck him at least one flower in the garden, which,

for grace and beauty, it would have been difficult

to match. Kitty Salesby was " tall and most

divinely fair," but she looked her best when she

moved. It has been said that only a few women

know how to walk, and she had this art, which

in her case was nature, to perfection. Every

limb in her body was full of grace, every line a

line of beauty. Her father went to the window

and beckoned her in impatiently, and she replied

with a nod of assent ; but such a nod ! The two

gestures might have been taken as examples of

the coarseness and refinement, of which the same

sign-language is capable. Yet, strange to say,

the girl was not very refined except in a physical,

sense. Her manner indeed was never awkward

—she had no mauvaise honfe—but there was an
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absence of that delicate reserve about it wbicb,

when it is not affected, is the crown of maidenly

grace. She was far from bold or forward ;
quite

free from anything that could be called vul-

garity; but her bringing up and surroundings,

and above all the necessity for self-assertion in

domestic matters, which circumstances had im-

posed upon her, had given to her for so young a

girl an unusual air of independence. When her

father introduced his guest to her with some

touch of ostentation as Sir Charles Walden, of

Hurlby Castle, she took his outstretched hand

without the least sign of perturbation, and

when Mr. Salesby added with a dry chuckle,

'' Master Lawrence, I think you know," she

nodded to him familiarly without embarrass-

ment.

Naturalness, so wholly unlooked for, was not

likely to escape the baronet's observation, but so

far from taking advantage of it, he continued his

conversation with his host, leaving the two young

people to themselves. His attention, however,

seemed inclined to wander ; and when the ale

was being poured out by Kitty, very deftly and

with a fine froth upon it, " you are not listening
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to what I am telling you about Granymede," said

Mr. Salesby querulously.

" I beg your pardon," said Sir Charles, " but

for the moment," here he bowed his thanks to

the young lady, " I was rather thinking about

Hebe."

The classical allusion was lost upon both

father and daughter, but Kitty would have

rightly understood that a compliment had been

paid her, even had not Lawrence laughed and

gently clapped his hands. It pleased the young

fellow exceedingly that the beauty of his

inamorata had awakened the admiration of his

fastidious friend.



CHAPTEE XV.

THE JUDICIOUSNESS OF FIFTY.

Though Lawrence knew so little of the world, he

felt grateful to Sir Charles, inasmuch as not-

withstanding the favourable impression Kitty

had evidently made upon him, he scarcely

addressed her throughout the visit, which lasted

for some time, but left him the pleasing task of

entertaining her. It was the kinder of his friend

because he had felt that Mr. Salesby was boring

his guest to extremity with his talk of the stable,

though the other showed no more sign of his

sufferings than an Indian at the stake. A few

words, indeed. Sir Charles did say to Kitty to

show that she was not neglected; he spoke of

the beauty of the neighbourhood, and joined

with her in her praise of the fir groves, which

he drew from her were her favourite haunts, and

inquired into her occupations, the simplicity of
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which amused him ; but on the whole he might

be truly said to have sacrificed himself on the

altar of friendship, and that too with such

apparent willingness that his host wrung his

hand, as he took his leave, informed him that he

was *'the best of company," and swore that if he

ever stood for the county again he would work

for him " like a navvy at a barrow."

" So I have found one source at least of your

poetic inspiration, Master Lorry," observed Sir

Charles, as they passed through the garden gate,

not without difficulty, for it hung on a single

hinge. " Lip apart, head aside, crowned with

thy golden hair. Eh, well her hair is golden,

and there is a very fine crop of it."

' The young fellow's cheek crimsoned, but not

with shame ; his eyes shone with pride and

pleasui'e.

" Now, is she not the most beautiful girl you

ever beheld ? " he exclaimed with enthusiasm.

"No; certainly not," was the unexpected

rejoinder. " My experience in such matters is

probably wider than yours, but apart from that,

I hold your judgment—I mean, of course, only

a-s regards comparison—faulty."
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" You think my cousin Eutli more beautiful,"

said Lawrence quickly.

" Well, I had no intention of becoming so

personal," answered the other gravely, "but that

is certainly my opinion. However, Miss Kitty

is beautiful enough for anybody. Are you

engaged to her ?
"

The plainness of the question staggered the

young fellow. " Well, no, not exactly," he

answered hesitatingl}^ then very earnestly, " but

I hope to be some day—it is the dream of my
life. I hope to Heaven she will be my wife."

" That complicates matters, my friend, I

mean as regards your future very much," re-

turned the other gravely. " It is giving

hostages to fortune indeed. A prisoner, wishing

to escape from poverty and homelessness, you

are thus hampering yourself with a fellow-

prisoner, as it were, who can make no effort on

her own behalf. Trenck himself would have

shrunk from such an outlook."

" That is true, indeed. Do you suppose I do

not understand it?" inquired Lawrence re-

proachfully.

" I think you underrate the difficulties of
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such an enterprise. May I ask if the young

lady is equally sanguine ?
"

" She is not," answered the young fellow

curtly. " Her own unhappy circumstances,

which you have seen for yourself, and for which

there is no remedy, have depressed her. She has

no hopes either for me or for herself."

" Yet she did not seem depressed."

" She was too proud to appear so in your

presence ; but her life, so full of sordid surround-

ings, is hateful to her. If I could only lift her

out of the quagmire, and set her on firm ground!

But what you are thinking, I know," he added

bitterly, "is that we are more likely to sink

together."

To this remark Sir Charles made no reply

;

and his silence was significant enough.

" And what is Mr. Salesby's view ?
"

"Well—it* is not of much consequence, you

will say—but it is favourable."

" He reflects that you have a grandfather."

" Yes. He thinks I may pull off the long

odds, as he would express it, but I am well

aware there is not the remotest chance of it. My
Uncle Eobert will stand between me and all

M
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benefits from that quarter. I have nothing to

hope for save from my pen."

" A sorry instrument, even though it be a

steel one, to open that oyster, the world, with,"

replied the baronet. '' Well, well, we must not

be discouraged. You must pick out your chefs-

(Foeiwre—'prose and worse,' as Jerrold called

them—and I will send them to an editor I know,

who will at least give me his opinion about them."

" You are most kind," exclaimed Lawrence

with effusion ; then suddenly, " but I hope the

opinion will be an honest one. I mean not

merely to please me, or rather, to please you.

That would be a cruel kindness."

The colour came into Sir Charles's face, and

he was silent for a moment. Perhaps he had

had some idea of bespeaking an encouraging

verdict. " Well, my good fellow," he answered

with a cheery smile, '' it will signify nothing to

you what the editor says if his opinion is un-

favourable, for you will not believe one word of

it. No young genius ever does. On the other

hand, if he accepts j^our contributions he will

pay you for them, which is better than all the

criticism in tiie world."
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''You do not really think that," said

Lawrence doubtfully.

" I am putting myseK in your place. I

should think that if I were you. Indeed, I am
not sure whether it is not so in the abstract

absolutely. Of course, any critic worthy of the

name recognises rubbish as worthless ; but when

there is merit how can he recognise that in a

work in a single reading, as the man does who

has spent weeks and months over it ? It is true

I am no guide to letters ; but in a parallel case,

that of our own nature, I am well convinced

—

notwithstanding all saws to the contrary—that

we know ourselves far better than those who call

themselves judges of character can know us.

We have ten times as much interest in the

matter, and a hundred times the data to begin

with."

" That is a new view to me," said Lawrence.

Indeed, very many of his companion's sentiments

were new to him. The man himself was a study,

and surprised him in many ways. His grace of

manner and the kindness he exhibited towards

himseK were no doubt factors in his admiration,

nor (though this counted far less with him) did

M 2
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his great social position go for nothing; but what

most attracted him was the originality and

naturahiess of the other's talk. He had only

known one man— of a very different kind, how-

ever—whose individuality had similarly im-

pressed him, his old tutor, Mr. Percy.

They got home in time for luncheon, at

which only Miss Jane, Mrs. Merridew, and

liuth were present. The master of the house

never put in an appearance at that time, and

Mrs. Robert, overcome no doubt by her extra-

ordinary exertions of the previous evening, was

indisposed, and required the attentions of her

devoted husband. Miss Jane herself at the con-

clusion of the meal went off, as she expressed it,

to " look after " her sister-in-law, declininp* to

accept Euth's services which were offered for that

purpose. She even gave Sir Charles to under-

stand that when anyone was ill in the house, it

was her hand that was always ready to smooth

the pillow ; this, as Lawrence informed him

with some bluntness (" she would be much more

likely," he said, " to smother them with the

pillow ") was not, however, the case. It was

Ruth who was always the sick nurse ; but on
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this occasion Miss Jane had her reasons for

leaving her niece at leisure ; and the opportunity

thus given to Sir Charles, he was not slow to

take advantage of.

" I trust your aunt is not seriousl}^ indis-

posed," he said to her, in a tone that was capable

of being translated in earnest or in jest ; he

knew the character of Mrs. Robert's invalidism,

but wanted to discover whether Ruth was in-

clined to be plain with him or not.

"There is not much amiss with Mrs. Robert,"

answered the girl frankly ;
" I wish I could saj'

as much for my other aunt."

" You mean your Aunt Jerry—that is, Mrs.

Lock,'' added the baronet hastily, " I owe both

you and her an apology, but the fact is Lawrence

and I have become such friends that I have

fallen into his way of speaking."

" He would be pleased to know it," she

answered graciously, "and I am sure Aunt Jerry

would not be displeased at your calling her by

her familiar name ; she is one of the kindest

creatures on earth, as well as one of the most

harmless, and she is in very delicate health, I

regret to say."
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'' I am sorry for that. Lawrence, too, spoke

of her to me with equal warmth."

"I am glad of that ; it was good of

him; that is, I mean," she continued, with

a blush, '' young men do not alwaj^s take the

trouble to perceive the merits of an old

woman."
" Not so much as of a young one, at all

events," observed Sir Charles smiling. To this

Ruth made no reply. Was it possible, he

wondered, that the girl was piqued at Lawrence's

indifference to her, or was even aware of his

affections being otherwise engaged? It was

worth his while to discover this.

" We have been a long walk over your

beautiful country," he resumed. " I had no idea

that Hillsland had such attractions."

"The whole table-land above the village is

glorious," she assented.

" And the village itself is so picturesque," he

added. '' Indeed, one house, at which we called,

seemed a little too picturesque ; not, indeed, from

an artist's point of view, but a landlord's. It

was my old friend, Mr. Salesby's, ' The Corner,'

as he calls it."
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" All, that is a sad business. The poor man,

they say, is on the road to ruin, though, I fear,

by his own fault. What makes the thing so

pitiable is that he has a daughter."

" Yes, I saw her to-day : a very pretty

girl."

" To my mind she is much more than that : a

most graceful and charming girl."

''Do you really think her charming?
"

" So far as looks go, yes ; I have never seen

her equal ; but I scarcely know anything of her

besides her looks. She feels her father's position

—and indeed her own—I fancy very keenly, and

that makes her disinclined for acquaintanceship.

None of us see an3'thing of her, poor thing !

"

Sir Charles thought of Lawrence's infatuation for

the girl (for. so it seemed to him) and could not

restrain a smile. " You are thinking, perhaps,"

added Euth, with a little blush, " that we have

made no effort to be friendly ; but, indeed, I have

done what I could. She seems to resent any

sympathy."

" I am sure you have done your best," said

Sir Charles earnestly. " 1 was very far from

thinking otherwise."
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" She reminds me of Hillsland Beck, which

you crossed on the moor to-day

—

^' ' With each cross and fall the prouder,

Like a proud man growing poor.'
"

" A pretty metaphor and a true one,"

observed Sir Charles, " but the lines are un-

familiar to me."

"This is not surprising," she answered

smiling, " they were written by Lawrence."

" And on Miss Kate ? " he inquired.

" Not that I am aware of," she answered,

laughing this time outright. " He writes on

most things, but I don't think he has yet im-

mortalised either me or Miss Salesby."

" So far as my judgment goes," returned Sir

Charles, without betraying his secret amusement

at this proof of ignorance, " he writes very well.

He is to give me some specimens of his genius

to-day, and I have promised to do what I can to

get them into print."

" That is kind of you indeed," she murmured

earnestly. "If he could only get a little

encouragement, poor fellow, he might do some-

thing for himself. I feel, though, alas, I know
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nothing about sucli matters, that he has a great

deal of talent."

" That is just mj feeling, and also my state

of ignorance," said the other gravely.

" But 3"ou are not ignorant ; and you have

power and influence. Oh, if you coidd help him

to help himself! He is not happy here, at all."

" He ought to be," returned Sir Charles, with

a little bow. She waved her hand as if to put

away a compliment out of place ; her look was

serious and even sad.

" If you only knew his position here, you

would think he had good cause to be unhappy.

And then the alternative—that dreadful clerk-

ship at Singapore, for which he is so unfitted,

and the thought of which is hateful to him. If

he could only maintain himself in England, how

thankful I should be !

"

"If I had not been interested in Lawrence

before," said Sir Charles earnestly, " the know-

ledge that you feel so warmly for him would

enlist my best endeavours." The colour rushed

to the girl's cheeks. A less intelligent or a

vainer man would have set her emotion down to

his own account, but the baronet translated it
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ariglit. Eutli had blushed, not at his willing-

ness to serve her, but at the affection he had

imputed to her for her cousin.

" She is in love with him," was his quick

conclusion, " and he is not in love with her." It

would have been easy to disenchant her by letting

her understand that he was in love with some-

body else ; then her affection would be free to

settle elsewhere. It would not be necessary for

him to use any of those stratagems which we are

told are fair in love and war ; he had only to tell

the simple truth. But this he hesitated to do,

for the very reason that would have caused some

men to take that course—because he himself

regarded her with such tenderness. It could

not, as yet at all events, be said that he was in

love with Ruth ; but it was not only her beauty

that attracted him; her unselfishness, her frank-

ness, her defiance of the domestic tyrants before

whom poor Mrs. Merridew and Aunt Jerry

crouched in fear, filled him with admiration. She

might find out for herself—as indeed she would

surely do—the true state of afiliirs, but he would

not be the one to awaken her from " Love's

young dream." A chivalrous resolve enough,
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but at the same time lie did not forget that the

messenorer of such ill-tidiuofs would therein be

far from recommending himself to her. The

lover of fifty is said to be more vehement of pur-

pose than he of twenty-five, but he is also more

judicious in the manner of his wooing.



CHAPTER XVI.

AN ERROR IN A TELEGRAM.

The noblest study of mankind may be man, but

it is certainly the most difficult. The general

character of his fellow-creatures may indeed be

diagnosed by the observant student pretty accu-

rately. He is but a tyro in the art if he cannot,

on comparatively slight acquaintance, distinguish

the honest man from the rogue. " Man," says

a modern poet, " is not wicked and is not good
;

by no means as white as snow, but by no means

as black as coal ; he is black and white
;

pie-

bald." This is the case, of course, with the

majority, though some of us—and not a few

—

are blacker than any nigger ; absolutely without

conscience, or tenderness, or any white spot what-

ever—blackguards ; but, as regards the piebald

ones, though their general disposition may be

understood, their particular weaknesses — or
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worse—often remain unknown even to those who

live under the same roof with them. The ex-

Commissioner's character, for example, was read

pretty accurately by his son, who had given

great pains to the study of it ; but there were

schemes going on in that bald pate under the

skull cap of which he knew nothing. And on

the other hand, though the old gentleman knew

his son to be not only self-seeking and un-

scrupulous, but (what was far more deplorable)

somew^hat risky in his method of gaining his

ends, he had hardly a suspicion of the desperate

recklessness of which he was capable ; and though

both suspected the other's weakness (because it

was common to them), neither had any concep-

tion of its extent. They transacted business to-

gether—the old man's business— almost daily,

but now and then it crossed Robert's mind that

he did not possess his father's confidence ; that

something of importance was kept back from

him. He himself professed to have no business;

his wife's money sufficed for him until in fulness

of time he should receive the* inheritance due to

him by birth, and earned by filial duty of late

days ; but even when in conference with his
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father, Robert had of late shown himself distrait

and somewhat neglectful of the matter in hand.

" You are thinking of something else," com-

plained the old gentleman, with irritation, as

they sat in the study together, talking of leases

and repairs ;
" what maggot have you got in

your head now ?
"

" My wife is ill, sir."

" I never knew her otherwise," was the un-

sympathetic reply. " It is a great nuisance it

should be so while Sir Charles is with us, since

it leaves no one to do the honours." This was

rather an unreasonable complaint, for, as we

know, the speaker had no high opinion of the

lady in question as a hostess, but the last thing

the ex-Commissioner gave himself any concern

about was consistency.

" Sir Charles gets on well enough," returned

Mr. Robert with a sneer. "He seems to find an

interest in Lawrence's society, which to me is

inexplicable. The boy was conceited enough

before, and this will turn his head."

" His head will be turned towards Singa-

pore before the year's out," replied the other

indifferently, "so that matters nothing. The
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question of more consequence is, is Sir Charles

interested in Euth ?
"

'' Yes : Jane is distinctly of opinion that he

is. Thej talk together, she tells me, upon poetry

and such like, which it seems is a good sign. If

the girl had the right sort of wits, she could

easily lure him, or at all events put him in a

position where I could bring him to book."

" I don't understand you, Eobert," exclaimed

the old gentleman hotly. " That is not the way

to speak of my son Cyril's—your eldest brother's

—daughter. Do you suppose that I wish Euth

to figure in an action for breach of promise ?
"

" Well, it would never come to that, ot

course ; but if Sir Charles inclines to play fast

and loose with her, I think he should be made

to pay for it ; it would be only right—and also

most particularly convenient."

The last words had probably some reference

to what they had been talking of before, for the

other answered irascibly enough indeed, but not

contentiously

"At all events, see that our guest has his

own way in this house. Though it may not

^hime in with your notions if he has taken a
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fancy to Lawrence, don't put a spoke in the lad's

wheel by giving Sir Charles a bad opinion of

him ; and don't let Mr. Arthur Grueby show his

nose here again while Sir Charles is with us. He
has ?iot been here since, has he ? " added the old

gentleman sharply.

" No, sir ; he has gone to the Derby, which,

as you know, is run to-day."

" I know nothing about the Derby. Horse-

racing is a low and demoralising pursuit. In

India our Cheroot Sweepstakes— "

Here there was a knock at the door.

'' A telegram for you, sir," said "the servant,

handing the yellow envelope to his master.

The ex-Commissioner knitted his brows at the

superscription
—

" Stratton, Hillsland ;
" he did

not like his name and address to be thus abbre-

viated for the sake of three half-pence.

" This is a cursed piece of impertinence," he

exclaimed, when he had possessed himself of the

contents: "'Ganymede for ever—Grueby.' What
the deuce does the blackguard mean? "

" I think the message must have been meant

for me, sir," suggested Mr. Ilobert; but notwith-

standing the mistake, and the wrath that it had
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aroused in his father's mind, "the squire's " tone

was cheerful, and even buoyant.

" But what does it mean. ? I say," exclaimed

the okl man savagel3^ " Who is Ganymede ?
"

" Well, I suppose it's the winner of the

Derby. Grrueby is a foolish fellow, who thinks

everybody has the same tastes as himself, and so

he telegraphs what he considers will be interest-

ing information."

" I don't believe it. Grueby would not spend

sixpence to please anybody. You told him to do

it, sir."

" I may have done so," said E-obert indif-

ferently, " but if so it has escaped my recollec-

tion. It was very idiotic of him not to have

addressed the thing more distinctly."

" Idiotic ? He must have been drunk !

"

cried the old gentleman.

"It is rather early in the afternoon for that,''

said Mr. Eobert smiling, but in his heart he

thought it not impossible that the excitement

of having " pulled off a good thing " might

have been supplemented in his friend's case by

a bottle of champagne at some other winner's

expense.
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" I don't like it," exclaimed the ex-Commis-

sioner, in that judicial and condemnatory tone

before which many a dark-hued native had

trembled ! "it looks to me as thouofh there was

some discreditable transaction in which you and

he were both interested—gambling, sir."

" You display your usual acumen," observed

Mr. Eobert frankly, '' though in a matter

scarcely worth its exercise. If you will carry

your miud back to the night when Mr. Grueby

dined with us, you may remember that he talked

of having a few crowns on Granymede, of which

he offered me a share. He seems to be almost

out of his mind at the success of our little

speculation. I believe I am the richer for it by

Jive pounds."

" If that is all, and you have won," put in

the old gentleman naively, " there is not much
to be said ; but you know how I abhor gambling

of all kinds."

Mr. Eobert nodded ; he would like to have

been able to say with confidence, " I know it,"

but he was not so sure about that matter as he

wished to be. He had an uneas}^ suspicion that

the governor '' dabbled " in things that did not



AN ERROR IX A TELEGRAM. 195

always turn out Ganymedes. The rest of their

interview was much more agreeable than at one

time it had promised to be. Mr. Hobert was

more dutiful in his manner even than usual, and

found more frequent occasions to admire his

father's sagacity. He spoke of the pleasure Sir

Charles had derived from his inspection of the

ex-Commissioner's Indian treasures ; "I can

hardly get him to talk of anything else/'

'' Eeally now, indeed," said the old gentle-

man, emitting little purrs of satisfaction, that

alternated with the hubble-bubble of his pipe.

" Which do you think took his fancy most?
"

" I think the tulwar of the Eajah of Bundle-

cumbad ; the scabbard he described as a triumph

of Eastern decoration."

" If I have a favourite relic of the gorgeous

East it is that tulwar," murmured the old gentle-

man.

Still, when their talk was over, Mr. Eobert

was more glad than usual to get away; he did

not look so cast down about his wife as he had

done, and instead of going straight to her sick

room, as might have been expected, he took up his

hat and walked into the village. " Of course it's all
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right," he muttered gailj to himself, '' but I'lljust

look in at Salesby's and get the news confirmed."

It was not a small matter that could bring a

smile that was not a sneering one into Robert

Stratton's face, but it wore one now ; it was not,

it is true, of a very sunny nature, far less of

that pleasant kind that evokes its fellow from

whomsoever we foregather with, but it evinced

at least a comfortable self-satisfaction, such as

any man might wear who has enriched himself

at somebody else's expense. It was not likely

that he would find Mr. Eichard Salesby in such

high spirits, because he had alwa'ys said that

Ganymede was " not the horse for his money,"

but he was sure to have had a " wire " from

Epsom, whether the news was bad or good.

As the squire drew near " The Corner," he

perceived its proprietor leaning over the garden

gate in talk with Lawrence. His brow grew

dark in a moment ; he hated to see grown men

talking to the boy as if he were their equal, and

even, as in this case, treating him with a certain

consideration. Aware of this, and reciprocating

the other's dislike of his society, Lawrence began

to move away as the squire drew near.
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*' What are you flitting for, lad ? " inquired

Mr. Salesby.

" Oh, 2ve don't want him," exclaimed Mr.

Eobert, who had just come within earshot, "let

him ofo."

"Speak for yourself, squire, not for me,"

returned the other roughly. " Somebody else

wants him here, if I don't. You speak to Master

Lorry as if, instead of being your own kith and

kin, he was your dog ; he ain't your pet dog,

that's certain." And the speaker laughed wdth

that full appreciation of his bon mot that is felt

by a man who very seldom makes one.

Lorry was not yet out of hearing, which did

not tend to smooth the squire's temper ; but it

was obviously injudicious to quarrel with his

sporting friend till he had furnished him with

the information of which he was in search.

" I am glad to see you in a joking mood, Mr.

Salesby, this afternoon. I was afraid, perhaps,

that the news from Epsom might have cast you

down a bit."

" Thank you, squire ; 1 strive to stand up

against it," returned the other with a wave of his

hand, but even as he spoke he slipped and almost
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belied his words by coming to tlie ground.

Loosing his hold upon the gate to indulge in

gesticulation had been an imprudence ; for the

fact was that Mr. Salesby w^as drunk. Mr.

Eobert perceived it without the regret that

should have been aroused by such discovery

;

indeed, he was rather glad of it, because it

corroborated his telegram. Mr. Salesby, as he

knew, had never been a believer in Ganymede,

and the tidings of that animal's victory must

have been bad news to him. To " keep his

spirits up" he had no doubt be^en ''pouring

spirits down."

" "When did you get the wire ? " inquired

Mr. Robert, ignoring with a fine sense of deli-

cacy the other's condition ; he was not from a

moral point of view exacting, and quite willing,

if it had only left Mr. Salesby with sense enough

to answer his questions, to forgive his peccadillo.

" Not half an hour ago," answered the other

with some indistinctness. " Where's Sir Charles,

where's Kitty, w^here's everybody ? I want to

tell 'em about it."

" Well, tell me,'' said the squire cheerfully.

Mr. Salesby fumbled in his breast pocket, and
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after a considerably longer time than it had

taken in transmission, produced his telegram.

*' Let me read it !

" cried Mr. Eobert, with

outstretched hand.

" No you don't," answered the other, drawing

it back with a lurch that made the gate swing

and him with it ;
" every gentleman gives a

public reading of his own telegram, all others

are—what's the word ?
"

" Imitations," suggested Mr. Eobert.

" Not at all, sir. Much worse than that.

All others are frau—frau—fraudulent. If ^oii

read it, for instance," said Mr. Salesby with a

gleam of humour, " it would sure to be fraudu-

lent. Now listen : silence in the pit, silence

in the gal By-the-bye, where the deuce

is the gal? Lawrence can't find her, /can't find

her. Kit, Kit, Kit
!

" and here Mr. Salesby

gave a really admirable imitation of one whose

favourite cat has in youth strayed from his hearth,

and who seeks to recover it by blandishments.

" Will you be kind enough to read the

telegram ? " observed the squire, with that

unnatural calmness of tone which is the im-

mediate herald of an outbreak of temper.
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'' Suttingly, sir. Tip, Tip, Tippitiwitcliit.

Devilish good horse, Tip, though with much too

long a mane—I mean name. Tippity first ; that's

my horse. Salt Fish second, Parsnips next,

which is just as it should he ; and then that very

overrated animal, as I always told you, Gany-

mede. The rest not placed."

" That's all lies, the whole of it," exclaimed

the squire furiously. " Ganymede has won the

race, I have a telegram from Grueby to say so."

" Let me look at it," cried Salesby, roused

to consciousness and even intelligence by this

amazing statement.
'

" There you see, it's clear enough," insisted

Mr. Eobert, ' Ganymede for ever.' That must

mean that he has won. What else can it mean."

Mr. Salesby burst out laughing. " Well,

it means that the passon's (parson's) drunk.

Dreadful thing, drink, in a passon. What he

meant to write was, ' Ganymede four,' for fourth

he is, and no mistake about it, only his scrawl

was so shaky that the telegraph clerk thought it

was ' for ever.' There, come in and take a sup

of whiskey," he added, with a touch of sympathy.

"You look down in the mouth, squire."



CHAPTEE XVII.

A Ts'ARROAY ESCAPE.

The poet tells us that " A soitow's crown of

sorrows is remembering happier things," but

even a bard's experience is limited ; if he had

been connected with the turf he would probably

have placed the losing of a huge sum of money,

when he thought he had " pulled off" a still

larger one, at the summit of human woes. This

w^as precisely what had happened to Mr. Eobert

Stratton. He had stood to win £.20,000 on

Ganymede (for, unlike his confederate, Mr.

Grueby, he didn't bet in half-crowns), and fondly

imagined he had done it ; whereas Ganymede

had in fact lost him £5,000. Only one person

in the w^orld had the least suspicion of the

magnitude of his " transactions " in horse-flesh,

but w^hen he refused Mr. Salesby's offer of liquid

refreshment, and strode away with something
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very like a curse, that gentleman's suspicions

were excited. A man must be very hard hit,

indeed, he thought, to turn his back upon old

whiskey; a thing he had never done himself

under the most untoward circumstances. He
might have invoked his bottle in (almost) the

same words as the lover of music addressed to

his pianoforte :

—

" Dear friend, whom grave or gay we seek,

Heaven-holding shrine

;

I pull thy cork and hear it squeak,

And peace is mine.

No fairy casket full of bliss ^

Outvalues thee,

Love only wakened with a kiss

More sweet may be.'^

As he leant over his garden gate and watched

the squire's retreating form, this rustic moralist

shook his head ; he had won a good stake on

Tippitiwitchit, and could afford to pity a fellow-

creature. Besides his winnings, Mr. Salesby

had another subject for satisfaction that morn-

ing ; not, indeed, a very solid one, but which

had been at all events " an excuse for a glass."

He dwelt upon it now in a dreamy, not to say a
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boozy way, and winked and winked again over

it with extraordinary sagacity ; and this too led

his cheerful mind to pity. '' Poor Lorry, what

a clog's life the squire leads him ! He'll be

harder upon him than ever, now that he has to

fork out this pot of money. It is not two-and-

sixpence that he has lost this time, I'll bet a

penn3^ The lad's chance of getting anything

out of that oriental old scarecrow (thus he spoke

of the ex-High Commissioner) will be next to

nothing. And I don't envy the passon neither

when he comes back and the squire has a word

to say to him about that telegram, ' Ganymede

for ever ;
' Grueby ^vill never beat that if he

lives to be a hundred." And Mr. Salesb}^ gave

himself up to such uncontrollable merriment as

threatened to tear the garden gate from its

solitary hinge.

The circumstance in question affected Mr.

Itobert Stratton in a very different manner. He
shook, but certainly not with mirth, and, though

Mr. Grueby was more particularly in his

thoughts, he swore at large. His loss, great as

it Avas, had come upon the back of other losses,

which he had fondly hoped his venture upon
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Ganymede would have recouped, nor had they

been half-crown losses, as Mr. Salesby had called

them. He could not settle this debt of honour

without appealing for help to his father or to his

wife, who were equally ignorant of his specula-

tions. The ex-Commissioner was not one who

parted with his money very readily, even for the

best of objects; if his purse was long his temper

was short. As for Mrs. Eobert, her money

had been settled on her and her children by a

prudent father, though it would revert to her

husband in case of her dying childless. The

squire, as Mr. Salesby would have expressed it,

was "in a hole," and he could see but one way

out of it, such as only desperation could suggest.

It was a wicked way, and also exceedingly

dangerous. As he walked on with rapid but

aimless steps, slashing the weeds and ferns with

his w^alking-stick, as if he were cutting olf men's

heads, he came upon Lawrence, sitting on a stile

with a pipe in his mouth, and looking very

glum.

"What are you doing there, 3^ou idle young

devil? " he inquired stormfully.

" Smoking !

"
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" If you give me any of your infernal impu-

dence I'll cut your liver out," cried the squire,

raising his stick.

Lawrence thrust his hand into his pocket,

pulled out an enormous clasp-knife, and opened

it with a click. It was plain that he was pre-

pared for "reciprocity " in livers, and that Uncle

Eohert would come under the " most-favoured

nation" clause.

" What is that for ? " inquired the squire ;

not that he cared, but because, notwithstanding

his fury, he shrank from precipitating matters.

" Whittling," replied Lawrence, and he pro-

duced a hunch of bread and cheese.

The witticism was thrown away upon the

other, but not the coolness with which it was

uttered. He was no coward, but it had suddenly

struck him that the present was a very ill-chosen

time for a row with his younger relative, how-

ever successful might be the issue. Such

violence should not go unpunished, but ven-

geance is a dish that can be eaten cold.

" Where is Sir Charles ? " he inquired curtly.

" I don't know."

*'But it is your business to know, sir; as I
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have alreadj^ told you, you are placed at liis dis-

posal to make bis stay agreeable to him."

" I am not in bis service, nor in yours,"

returned Lawrence coldly ;
" as a matter of fact,

• however, when I went to look for him, as usual,

this afternoon, I found he had gone out. I

suppose over the hill."

The squire nodded, by no means affably, but

to his nephew he seldom condescended to nod,

and took the direction indicated. He had only

a vague purpose in so doing ; but in the despera-

tion of his loss it had occurred to him that the

baronet might lend him money ; at ^11 events he

had tlie power to do so, wbich was something;

£5,000 to him was like five-thousand pence to

another man ; nevertheless he had a suspicion

that the other did not like him, and things were

hardly so advanced between Ruth and their

visitor to incline him to do him so great a

favour on the ground of future relationship. He
walked for miles upon the moorland without

meeting with anyone ; face to face only with his

dark and dismal thoughts. The song of the

lark, the coo of the dove, the wave-like murmur

of the pines wooed his ear in vain ; in vain the
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odorous air swept his frowning brow ; in vain

the hmdscape in its fresh summer garb stretched

before his heated ej^es. At last, when after a

long circuit he had turned towards home, his

far-sweeping glance fell on the man he sought

;

he was a great way off, close, indeed, to Hillsland,

but he knew it was Sir Charles by his light

summer suit, and Ruth was with him. Even

while he gazed the pair had entered the last

pine-grove beneath which lay the village. He
could hardly have come up with them before

they reached home, even if he liad tried ; but he

liad now no desire to do so ; he had indeed

lost the opportunity for which he sought, but

his chance in the future was greatly bettered.

Since Ruth and Sir Charles were walking alone

together it was plain that their courtship had

got on apace. He was glad that he had not

thrashed Lawrence, for since the baronet had

taken that inexplicable liking to the boy it

would probably have proved an obstacle to the

loan he had in view. What convinced him that

the love affair was ripening was that when he

next caught sight of Sir Charles he was walking

alone towards the ball ; Euth, without doubt,
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bad parted from him on the way to avoid any

comment that might have been made upon their

coming home together. Such delicacy of feeling

was hardly in Mr. Eobert's way, but he knew

how to appreciate it in others. If the happiness

of his fellow-creatures could not be said to be

bis aim in life, he was not one to " spoil sport
"

when the game was being driven into his own

net.

Before Sir Charles reached home he overtook

his young friend strolling in the same direction.

"Hullo, my lad," he exclaimed cheerily,

*' you look as if the rhymes didn't come luckily

this morning. What's the matter?
"

" Nothing ; if I am dull it was because I

missed your companionship. I found you had

left the house when I looked into your sitting-

room this afternoon as usual."

" Yes, I had a headache, and knowing you

were hard at work with your writing, I thought

I w^ould take a walk over the hill. Where have

i/oii been ? But there, I need not ask."

" If you mean with Kitty, you are mistaken,"

answered Lawrence with a blush. " I did call

at ' The Corner,' but as it happened she was out
;
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gone into the vale, her father said, about some

poultry. He is in high feather this morning

because he had won on the Derby."

" So Miss Kate may be an heiress after all,

eh?"

Lawrence shook his head, the subject was too

tender for a jest.

'' I had meant to tell her how kind and helpful

you had been to me," he said.

"You had better wait for that until some-

thing has come of my endeavours," observed Sir

Charles. " I ought to have heard from our editor

before this ; he has had plenty of time to read

the MSS. I sent him."

" Perhaps they have cast him into a deep

sleep," murmured Lawrence ruefully.

" One good turn deserves another, in that

case he ought to send ?/ou ' a refresher ;
' come,

I should like to know what are your expec-

tations."

" Expectations ? Indeed, I have none, only

hopes. A five-pound note would satisfy my
highest aspirations."

They had entered the garden, and Sir Charles

was making for a summer-house, which after his

o
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long walk seemed a convenient spot to pursue

tlieir conversation.

" That is a very modest figure," lie said, '*' at

which to appraise such a mass of MS. If it

comes to no more than that I should recommend

your giving up literature as a bad job, and

appealing to the old Mummy "

As he said the words Sir Charles found him-

self opposite Miss Jane, who, sitting in the

arbour with an improving book on her lap, had

most certainly overheard them.

'' I must really ask your pardon," he con-

tinued with his sweetest smile, " for applying

such an epithet as I have just used to any re-

lative of yours ; but my young friend here

so often calls Mrs. Merridevv ' the Mummy

'

(meaning his mamma), or even ' the old Mummy,'

that when talking with him I have— quite inex-

cusably—fallen into the way of it."

It was " magnificent," and if not exactly the

truth, and indeed spJcndide mendax w^ould have

been a fit quotation for it—it had some soupgon

of truth about it. Lawrence did sometimes call

his mother " the Mummy " for love and euphony,

but as an example of presence of mind, on the
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very verge of a catastrophe, Sir Charles's coiqj

was perfection, and in that light alone it struck

Lawrence.

He not only recognised the fact that Miss

Jane would never have forgiven his friend for

speaking of her father so disrespectfully, but

that it would have opened her eyes to the alliance

established between himself and the baronet

against the Hall authorities. His gratitude and

sense of relief, therefore, when he saw his aunt's

grim face relax—for the familiarity taken, as she

supposed, with her sister, by no means displeased

her—and the puckers of her mouth form them-

selves into its ordinar}^ wintry smile, were over-

whelming. It did not occur to him at the time

that such exceeding readiness of defence must

have owed something to a habit of duplicity.

If Mr. Eobert had been by and heard the

baronet go on to ask after Miss Ruth, as if he

knew nothing of what had been that young lady's

movements for the afternoon, he would have

formed a different impression of him. It was no

doubt a praiseworthy satisfaction that Sir Charles

took to hoodwinking Aunt Jane, but he certainly

accomplished it with admirable skill. Even the

o 2
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severe Calvinistic volume whicli had formed the

subject of her outdoor studies, and of which she

frankly expressed her conviction that it was not

much in Sir Charles's way, came in for its share

of eulogy. A theological discussion, in which

he took care not to be the victor, brought down

the curtain, save for a tag, spoken b}^ the van-

quished to his companion, after he had left the

lady's presence, " That w^oman, my dear Lawrence,

has made a relio^ion for herself out of the worst

parts of Christianity."



CHAPTER XYIII.

THE HONORARIUM.

'' I HAVE got something for you which came by

post this evening/' said Sir Charles to Lawrence,

as he took his seat and a cigar in the latter's

room that night.

'' Something from Mr. Latham ? " inquired

the boy eagerl}^ ; his face was flushed with ex-

citement, his hand trembled as he poured out his

friend's coffee for him ; Mr. Latham was the

London editor with whom the other had been in

correspondence on his behalf.

" Yes, he sent you this," and he tossed a

sealed envelope across to him.

*' A letter ; that is most kind of him."

'' No ; I wish it was, and that he had sent

me the other thing. He has written me a letter

as long as my arm."

" Oh, Sir Charles, this is too much !

"
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Lawrence was holding in his hand what had cer-

tainly never been there before, a ten-pound note.

His eyes were full of wonder and gratitude and

joy. It was the first money he had ever earned,

which of itself is bliss ; but he also beheld in

it the promise of future fortune ; the means of

livelihood assured ; and with it happiness and

hope and Kitty. That almost transparent piece

ofpaper with its delicate water-mark and cabalistic

figures, was like the gift of some good magician

in a fairy tale which endowed its possessor with

all the wishes he longs for. It was the happiest

moment of the young fellow's life.
'

Sir Charles regarded him with a humorous

smile.

'' Too much !
" he echoed smilingly. *' That's

a remarkable observation for a contributor to

make upon a honorarium. It's a lucky thing

that Latham can't hear it. He would not be

likely if he did to make such an error again, nor

—on the other hand—is it probable that you

will give him a second chance. ' Only this ? ' is

the remark you will make next time, and ' Not

enough !

' the next. The appetite of the literary

aspirant grows by what it feeds on. What seems
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ample to-day is insufficient to-morrow. I look for-

ward with pleasure to the epoch of your dissatis-

faction, which is as sure to come as daybreak."

" At all events, Sir Charles, I shall always be

grateful for t/u's/' returned the lad with emotion,

'' first to you and then to Mr. Latham."

" There is no reason for gratitude to either

of us, my dear boy," answered the other drily.

" To be sure I might insist upon a commission

—

and perhaps I may—but otherwise I am simply

the intermediary ; and as for Latham, so far

as he is concerned, the affair is a mere matter of

business. We should never waste what are called

' our better feelings,' but reserve them for some

occasion worthy of them, and which their ex-

hibition is calculated to improve."

Under other circumstances this cynicism of

his companion would have amused the lad, but

he could think of little else than the good

fortune that had befallen him.

"Did Mr. Latham write anj^hing to 3^ou

about my—the—what you were good enough to

send him ?
"

"Your MSS. ? Why, of course he did.

You've got the pith of the matter t/iere. But
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if jou care to hear his criticisms—they are not

all mignonette and sweetbriar, however
"

" To me they would be priceless," interrupted

the young fellow.

*' Well, they are so in one sense, no doubt
;

it's advice gratis. I'll read you w^iat he says

with pleasure."

" * Dear Walden,— You must indeed be almost

bored to death. ^ Oh, that's nothing ;
' / never

knew literature to be in your line before? Oh,

that's nothing. ' To find you interesting yourself

about other j^eople? Confound his impudence,

where does he begin about the M&S. ; oh, here

it is. ' Your young friend's best things are his

poems ; 2vhich at first sight, considering his needs,

loould seem to be unfortunate ; but it is not really

so ; for out of the young poet almost ahvays grows

the good prose toriter. In the pictures called ''In

the Train'' that of the " Mother and Middy " is

capital. '^ I am ashamed to say I forget it, Law-

rence. Eepeat, recite."

With a blush of modesty the boy quoted his

poem :

—

" ' A widowed mother with her boy

;

One that parts with her last joy
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With steady hand and tearless eye,

And e^en finds speech for her ^' good-bye.''^

Grief and she are too old friends,

For least mistrust of the good ends

To which all trials^ God-sent, tends.

By the voice that seems as though

Musicless it could not flowj

By the grace that doth appear

Still about her silvering hair.

By the fingers delicate,

Wealth or Ease was once her Mate,

By the weeds so worn and coarse

Theirs has been a long divorce/
"

" That's good ; I remember the description

of tlie boy," interposed Sir Charles, a little

hastily. He was afraid of being bored, and still

more afraid of showing it. " He was a good

plucked one, just what a middy should be. Now
let's hear the conclusion."

" ' Boy and mother of that race

Meeting peril face to face,

Firm to friends and firm to foes.

On whose cheek nor comes nor goes

For shame nor fear, the blood-red rose.

Calm of eye and clear of head

English born and English bred.''
'^

" 'Pon my life that ought to bring down the
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bouse, Lawrence, or at all events tlie gallery.

You deserve a pension for patriotic song, like

Dibden."

As a general rule young poets (and also old

ones) do not like being cbaffed about tbeir Muse,

but tliere are different ways of doing it, and tbat

of Sir Cliarles was a very pleasant way. Law-

rence v^ell understood tbat it was solely for bis

own sake, and not at all for any pleasure

derived from bis verses tbat Sir Cbarles was so

patient a listener, and yet be was grateful to

bim, wbicb sbowed bim to be, if not a poet,

sometbing more.

" ' jr/ml I like next best,' sa^^s Latbam, ' is

your young frie7id's descriptio7i of the choice of

a 'profession. The ''Merchant'' is good, and the

" Yeoman " is good, hut the " Soldier " is best of

all! How does it run, my lad ?
"

" ' Merrily clash the cymbals twain

With an exultant note,

Stirring sounds doth the trumpet rain

Adown its brazen throat

;

Freshly flieth the pennant fair

From the good lance's head,

The stirrup's clank is blythe to hear,

Blythe is the charger's tread ;
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Fierce and clear doth the scabbard ring,

With the sharp sword for guest.

But the whirl of the downward swing

Of that blue blade is best

;

And the tramp of a thousand steeds

In thunder and in cloud,

When the earth is shaken and bleeds,

Maketh a man^s heart proud

;

More proud than words ever said.

Aye, than songs ever sung,

And proudest the hearts fever fed.

Of the brave and the young/ ''

"Now, that has go in it," exclaimed Sir

Charles. " What a strange thing it is that one

fellow whose heart is in Grrub Street should

write like that, and another should feel it. Set

old Latham on a charger and he would fall off

;

he has never had a more deadly weapon in his

hand than an umbrella
;
yet he writes of that

poem justly enough :
* It stirs ones blood. It

has something of the old ballad ring about it {those

without an e), and is very refreshing after the

triolets and artificialities of the modern Muse, It

gives me great hopes of hir)i' Luckily for you,

my dear fellow, Latham is old-fashioned.

^ A Pagan suckled on a creed outworn ;

^
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lie believes in Nature. Your ' Spring Time ' has

' fetclied ' him. It has even fetched me, so that

I remember the opening lines of it.

" ' Summer's coming, Winter^s going,

Sun has set the stream a-flowing,

Throuoi-h our windows ere we're wakins:

Out from nests of this montli's makings

Come the rooks' caws without number,

Preaching Work's more sweet than Slumber.

From the bare branch just set swinging

By the weight of his up-springing,

Trills the song bird, '^ I'm in Clover

!

Spring's begun and Winter's over,

No more blowing, no more snowino*,

Fruit's a budding. Wheat's a growing/

" It is curious how spring revives the oldest

of us, ^ives a spring to even the most worn-out

machine. When Cicero tells us that there is no

man so old but thinks that he w^ill live a year, it

is the spring that makes him think so. I dare-

say you conclude that my old bones are dry."

" Indeed," continued Lawrence confusedly,

" such an idea never entered into my mind."

" That's because you never thought about

it ; compared with you, no doubt I seem a cen-

tenarian. Well, they're not dry."



CHAPTER XIX.

THE INDIAN S U M M E 11.

At the time Lawrence saw no reason for tliose

last observations of Sir Charles. They em-

barrassed liim, and moreover he wanted to bear

more of what Mr. Latham had written. He
knew that Sir Charles was not fishing for compli-

ments ; that was not at all his way. There was

a cynical smile npon his lip that puzzled him.

What did he mean ? A sudden thought flashed

upon his mind. Sir Charles was alluding to a

tenderness, which, notwithstanding the difference

in their years, he entertained for Ruth. Perhaps

he wished to break this news to him. This idea

did not please Law^rence. The young always

object to any amativeness in the old ; such

resuscitations are displeasing to them. They

believe in the spring and the summer, but not in

the Indian summer. Paterfamilias should be
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content to "go a-wooing in his boys," and not

attempt those adventures in his own person. It

is not decorous in him, and it is greedy. " He
has had his whack," as it is vulgarly termed, and

should be satisfied with retrospection.

These were merely general considerations,

and would not perhaps have much affected

Lawrence, in Sir Charles's case ; the baronet,

though certainly advanced in years, was not at

all like an old fogey ; it would have been per-

missible to him, or at all events excusable, in his

young friend's view, to have contemplated matri-

mony with some unknown damsel, however

young, but he did not like the notion of his

aspiring to the hand of Euth. No suspicion of

the kind had ever entered into the lad's head
;

he had not, of course, been made a confidante of

the hopes entertained by the authorities of the

Hall in that direction, and it struck him now

with a sense of sacrilege. Of course, he might

be mistaken about the matter altogether ; it was

the baronet's look and manner rather than his

words that had awakened his apprehensions, but

they were awakened. He seemed, somehow, to

say to him, '' However surprised you may be, my
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young friend, at such tender sentiments in ii

centenarian, still I entertain them." He ^vas

not a centenarian, of course, but he was old

enough to be liuth's grandfather, and the idea

was not only ofifensive to him but repulsive, and

even personally repulsive. It had surely no right

to be so. What had he got to do with it, whose

love was pledged—though the pledge had been

unratified by the other side—to another ? Hun-

dreds of young girls married their elders every

year, in preference to their contemporaries, for

rank, or at all events for sufficient reasons.

Age, it is said, is grasping and selfish ; but

so is youth. In Lawrence's case, his feelings

could only be compared with those of the dog

in the manger. He did not want Ruth for liim-

seK. How could he, when he had jGixed his

affections elsewhere ? Yet he resented the possi-

bility of this man's wanting her for lumself. It

was from no thought of her being changed

towards him in case she became Lady Walden :

no thouorht of his losinp* her affection, her solici-

tude, such as a man feels when his friend marries.

It was something far deeper and stronger than

that. It is understood, or at all events taken
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for granted, tliat a man cannot be in love witli

two women at the same time—a tlieorj, how-

ever, that does not obtain among Eastern nations

—and, therefore, a lover has no right to be

jealous about more than one object. Yet what

Lawrence experienced as regarded Euth and this

possible suitor of hers was, if not jealous}^, some

feeling extremely like it.

"Well," continued Sir Charles, "after

praisingyourpoems in this liberalmanner, Latham,

of course, goes on to say (as I forewarned you)

that from a commercial point of view they are

not worth twopence."

" Not ^'/^/'pence," ejaculated Lawrence sadly,

" with stress on the first syllable."

" Well, he writes it twopence, but that's what

he means. ' If your prote(je' (forgive me, that

is Latham's unpleasant way of putting it) ' loants

to get salt for his porridge he must give up verse-

making, tvhich takes up valuable time {even if

one has a rhyming dictionary^, and stick to

prose. There are only three men in England at

this moment icho earn enough money by poetry

to live on it, and Mr. Merrideio is not at all

likely to make the fourtli. His sketch of Hills-
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Ia?id, with its mixed population of agriculturists

and miners, is very good, and I shall be glad to

print it in the magazine' Latham always speaks

of his periodical as if there was but one in the

world ; it is never ' my magazine ' which would

imply that there were others, but ' the magazine!

Keep that in your mind in all your communica-

tions with him, or your connection will be but

short-lived. ' The story you send me is also

good, but not good enough. This is only to be

expected in so young an author, ivithout ex-

perience of life, for lohich no imagination can be

a substitute ; yet from this very MS. I gather

great hopes of him. It is flippant a)id shallow

enough^ but he has icit and a very good style

of his ovm. I should not mind seeing the little

story again—i.e., an improved edition of it. It

is a pity he lives in the country; an old literary

hand may do so, and ivrite from recollection, but

it does not do for a young writer. You confess

yourself, my dear Walden, that you are becoming

a vegetable, and you were animal enough '

"Oh, that's all rubbish," interjected Sir

Charles hastily ;
" old Latham is a Cockney born

and bred."
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" Still, liow I sliould like to live in London,"

sighed Lawrence, " if it was but in a garret."

" Dick Wliittington, eh, with your cat ?

Perhaps your ambition goes a little further, but

that would come more expensive."

"I know'' said Lawrence pathetically.

'' I envy you even your dreams," replied the

other gently; " My poor boy, my poor boy!"

He rose and walked to the window, and gazed

out on the glorious landscape bathed in moon-

light. A good impulse, or at all events a

generous one, was stirring within him. He had

half a mind to play the part of a " little Provi-

dence " with his interesting young friend. But

would it, after all, be for his advantage ? There

was at least one very good reason (known to

himself only) why it should not be so ; and there

was also an objection to such a course—a strong

if not a good objection—upon his own account.

The mere outlay that would be necessary, to do

Sir Charles justice, never entered his mind; he

was always liberal, nay lavish, in matters of

expenditure, if they consorted with his own

humour ; if otherwise he could be granite. The

impulse passed away. " Well," he said, "there
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is little more in our friend's letter that would

interest you, except the enclosure ; that is the

price of the village sketch."

'' A magnificent honorarium for such a trifle,

indeed," observed Lawrence.

" I am glad it pleases you, though, as I have

said before, any sense of obligation you may be

feeling on that score will soon wear off. The

literary mind—notwithstanding the reams of

balderdash that have been written about it—is

as practical as any other; Shakespeare was no

more indifferent to remuneration than Bacon,

though he was a much more honest fellow. The

labourer is worthy of his hire, and even in the

field of letters is aware of it. The gate of that

field is now open to you."

" Yes, and I shall never forget who opened

it," said Lawrence gently.

''It is kind of you to say so
;
perhaps a day

may come when you may have need to recall the

fact to excuse something amiss, or that seems

amiss, on my part. It is only for that reason

that I would bid you remember it."

He is certainly referring to Euth, thought

Lawrence, but this time without resentment ; he

p 2
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could not just now mix up resentful feelings

with the gratitude and joy that filled his heart.

Still, as Sir Charles had said, the literary mind

is practical. Lawrence had no doubts of his

friend, was without the least suspicion of the

impulsiveness of his character, but fortunately

for himself, had the instinct to strike while the

iron was hot.

" There would be no harm, I suppose, in my
putting myself in direct communication with

Mr. Latham, now that you have broken the ice

for me."

" That is a better metaphor than you have

any idea of," returned the other laughing, " for

Latham is not a gushing editor. You must not

expect him to write to you so encouragingly as

he writes of you to me. He looks upon the con-

tributor, though necessary to him, as a necessary

evil, just as the barrister regards the solicitor

;

and though he can be civil enough, no doubt,

to the well-known author, he is frigid to the

volunteer."

*' I can now understand how much your

friendship weighed with him," said Lawrence,

" since what has happened so far exceeds my
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own expectations ; but if it was only to save

you further trouble, I should like to be in

personal communication with him. May I say

that you have read to me what he has been so

good as to say about my "

" Works/' exclaimed Sir Charles, filling up

the hiatus of modest hesitation ;
" ' the works

of Mr. Lawrence Merridew, the well-known

novelist, will appear in monthly volumes at

five shillings ; a few large paper copies will be

issued at one guinea
;

' I hope I shall live to

see it."

'' I am afraid you will have passed the

ordinary limits of human life before that hap-

pens," said Lawrence with a sigh.

" That observation is not complimentary to

either of us," returned the baronet drily. It

really seemed as if the subject of age was an

unwelcome one to him. Of course, Lawrence

knew that it was so even with otherwise

sensible men ; but Sir Charles had seemed to

him so superior to all such weaknesses.

There was a long pause.

" I am sorry to hear that you have a second

invalid in the house," said Sir Charles, after a
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time. " Miss Euth tells me that Mrs. Lock

is seriously indisposed."

'^Yes; poor Aimt Jerry, I fear, is a great

deal worse than Mrs. Eobert," said Lawrence,

" though not half so much fuss is made about

her. Except my mother and Euth, everybody

takes her illness very coolly. It is one of the

disadvantages of not being an heiress."

" And yet Mrs. Lock was very well off at

one time," observed Sir Charles.

'' So I have heard ; but she has nothing now.

If Uncle Eobert thinks of her at all, he is

probably calculating how cheaply she can be

buried."

" It seems to me you are what an emotional

philosopher has described as 'a good hater,'

Master Lawrence."

'' So would you be, if you were in my place,"

answered Lawrence.

" I suppose so," returned the other smiling.

It was difficult, perhaps impossible, for him to

picture himself in his companion's position

;

though in some respects equals, they were

almost at the extreme ends of the social chain.

Though Lawrence resented the indifference
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of liis relatives to Aunt Jerry's indisposition,

he himself regarded it with philosophy. There

was not only no sympathy between them, but

he had a suspicion that he was not a favourite

with the old lady.

As regarded the feelings of his fellow-

creatures, he was as sensitive to heat and cold

as a thermometer ; and if he could have been

present at a little scene that was going on at

that very moment only a few doors from his

own room he would have had his views on the

matter in question corroborated.



CHAPTEE XX.

AUNT JERRY.

In a bedroom of ample proportions, but poorly

furnished, lay an old woman on what, to judge

by the white and weary face, the pinched

features, the attenuated frame, and the voice

that hardly rose to whisper pitch, should have

been her deathbed ; but her cavernous eyes had

lustre in them still, and though her speech was

low, it was sustained, and had none of those

gasps and blanks in it that herald the eternal

silence. Aunt Jerry was ill, no doubt, but, as

her brother had cheerfully remarked to her

when speaking of the fact, she was *' worth a

couple of dead 'uns yet." The observation, no

doubt intended as a tonic, had effected no

improvement in her condition, but there was

some truth in it. Why, being so worn and

weak, and having no solid reason so far as any
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enjoyment of it was concerned to cling to life,

she should have still continued to do so, was a

question that might have been asked years ago ;

but now so very ill had Aunt Jerry got to

look that it had become importunate. It even

occurred to her tender-hearted niece, Euth

Stratton, as she leant over her patient's grey

head and smoothed her pillow, and rubbed her

fevered forehead with eau de Cologne. How
can this Damocles' sword, which almost visibly

hangs over this unhappy woman, have for her

anything of menace ? Perhaps it has not ; but

on the other hand she has no desire to die.

She has just told the doctor so, who has rephed

" quite right " in a very encouraging manner,

and has since informed Miss Jane of the cir-

cumstance as reflecting credit upon the family

:

" that inherent determination of the Strattons

which she shares with the rest of you," he

had said, " will keep her alive, madam—well

—for some days."

" I hope so, indeed," replied Miss Jane,

with genuine feeHng and regret that the report

had not been even more favourable, since " if

anything happened" to Aunt Jerry—such
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influences have the slightest causes upon affairs

of real moment—it would be necessary for

their guest to leave the Hall, just as everything

between himself and Euth seemed going on so

nicely. But this consideration did not so much

as enter into the mind of Ruth herself, which

was entirely taken up with the care and comfort

of her patient. These two presented a striking

contrast : the one, prematurely old, the bitter

cup of life drained almost to the dregs, waiting

but by no means wishing for death ; the other

glorious in health and youth and beauty, and

attired in some diaphanous garb (for she had

come straight from the drawing-room) that to

the more masculine eye made her resemble a

ministering angel.

'' Euth," said the old lady, " this must

not be."

" What must not be, Aunt Jerry ?
"

" Your coming here in your beautiful clothes

every night to nurse a poor old woman like me.

Your uncle doesn't like it, your Aunt Jane

doesn't like it. It's a waste."

" A waste ?
"

" Well, of course, it's a waste " (this with
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some irritation). " There is nothing to be

gained by it. I wish there was, oh, deary me
(her favourite expression), how I wish there was.

I wish I could make you rich ; rich as you

deserve, then you would have millions. And,

what is worse, you are losing your opportunities.

This is the third night you have left the drawing-

room before the proper time to come and look

after me. This has been remarked upon. It is

not hospitable."

" Hospitable ? 1 don't understand you. Aunt

Jerry."

" That is what they complain of. You do

not, Jane tells me, appreciate your position.

Ruth, dear Euth, my darling, there is now a

chance for you to escape from this dreadful

place. Look at me. Do you wish your life to

be like mine ? To be a dependent all your

life upon bounty grudged. Your grandfather

will leave you nothing, Robert will take care of

that. At present you have your beauty ; when

that is gone all will be gone. To be old and

ugly, poor and friendless (for ^ou will have

no Ruth to love you), is a terrible fate. He
does not like your running away every night,
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Jane tells me, before lie has done talking with

you. There is no sort of excuse for it, she says,

which is very true. It is not hospitable."

*' Are you speaking of Sir Charles Walden,"

exclaimed Euth, with a sudden flush. " What
is it to him whether I go or stay ?

"

" Much, my darling, much ; but oh, so very

much more to you," answered the old woman.

"It is you that I am thinking of. I care

nothing about him at all."

*' Nor I," answered the girl coldly. " No, I

will not say that because he has been kind

to Lawrence," she added hastily ;
" but he is

nothing to me, nor can ever be in the way you

mean."

" Ah, that is what I feared ; that is worse

than all
;
you only like him because he has been

kind to Lawrence."

*' Why should I like him for any other

reason ?
"

" Because love begets love, and he loves ^ou.

Yes he does, Euth, in his own fashion, though

you shake your head. I am old and stupid, but

I can see that. There is a light in his face

when you are present that is not there at other
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times. He is not young, it is true, not a boy

like Lawrence, but neither will lie change like

a boy. There is the way out of all your dif-

ficulties. Fou?' love will come when you are

married to him : it does come so sometimes ; it

does, indeed !

"

" My dear Aunt Jerry, this is idle talk,"

answered Euth gravely ; "if you were Aunt

Jane I should say it was wicked talk. I will

not hsten to it. So far from it making me like

the person you have in your mind, it will set me

against him ; I shall not even be grateful to

him for what he has done for Lawrence."

" I wish you would not think of Lawrence

so much, my darling."

" Why not? " answered the girl vehemently;

"who else is there to think of him, except

indeed his poor mother. I know no one—not

even yourself—who has been so systematically

ill-treated ; so insulted, so wronged. Why
should I not pity him ?

"

Aunt Jerry was silent ; not for want of

something to say, but from the reflection, would

it be wise to say it ? She was not an intelligent

person, but she had instincts—dehcate thoughts



23S A MODERN DICK WRITTINGTON.

even—that are often wanting to much cleverer

people. Her \dew of human nature had been

extremely limited, but she understood those she

loved. Her feelings (a thing which is getting rare

with some of her sex) were essentially womanly;

she shrank from inflicting pain, even though (as

with the surgeon's knife) it was for the good of

the sufferer. At last she said, "All you say is

very true, my darling, but Lawrence is not

worthy of you."

The girl rose from her chair, with a white

face. "You are ill. Aunt Jerry; you do not

knew what you are saying; or you are jealous

of poor Lawrence."

" I ? Jealous ? " answered the other pathe-

tically. " Well, perhaps I am, but it is not on

my own account."

"Lawrence not worthy?" continued Euth.

"Who under this roof can be a judge of that?

He is a head and shoulders above everybody.

That will be acknowledged some day, when the

creatures who persecute him have gone to their

unhonoured graves. You do not understand his

nature
; you must forgive my saying you are

incapable of it."
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'' I know I am a stupid ignorant old woman,"

answered Aunt Jerry humbly ; "I know that

yonr cousin has thoughts too high for me ; but

the cleverest are not always the best, nor even

the wisest ; they make great mistakes, my dear,

fatal mistakes, sometimes."

" They are human, if you mean that, of

course."

" Yes, that is it
;
poor humanity ; I am not

blaming poor Lawrence, mind ; and besides, he

is but a boy. How should a boy know copper

from gold. It shines, it sparkles, and that is

enough for him."

'' I don't know to what you are alluding,

Aunt Jerry—not that it matters, however." It

might not matter, but the speaker was white to

the lips. Her hands went up to her bosom, and

stayed there, as if to suppress some inward

passion. '' If you have anything to say against

my cousin—if you, too, wish to add your voice

to those which cry out against the innocent— say

it. Not worthy ? Why is he not worthy ?
"

" I said he was not worthy of you, my dar-

ling," answered the old lady in a frightened

voice. " Nor is he ? Nobody is."
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Euth threw out her disengaged arm with a

contemptuous gesture, as though she would

wave away this empty compliment. " You said

more, Aunt Jerry. Something about gold and

copper. What did you mean ?
"

" I mean—it may not be true, of course, but

you ought to know if it is true. It has come to

my ears that Lawrence is paying court to Kate

Salesby."

"It is false," exclaimed Euth. "The talk

of the servants' hall. You ought to be ashamed

to repeat it." Then with sudden calmness,

*' And if it is true, what right have you, what

right has anyone to make it a charge against

him ? You are not his keeper. He is his own

master. Why should not Lawrence
"

She dropped into the arm-chair and clung to

it with both her hands. " Have you anything

more to say," she added as though with a last

effort of speech, '' against my—my cousin ?
"

" No, darling, no ; oh, deary me, how sorry

I am. I dare say it is not true."

" And I say, that whether it is true or not,

it is infamous to blame him."

" Don't be angry with me, darling," cried
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Aunt Jerry pathetically. "I thought—I was

afraid—I did it for the best, indeed I did,

because I love you so. It is only for a few days

—a week at most—that I shall be with you.

Oh, pray forgive me. If I were in Heaven

itself and felt that my darling was bitter against

me I could not be happy.''

"I am not bitter against you, Aunt Jerry;

but I hate backbiters and slanderers."

" Deary me! " moaned the sick woman; never

did ludicrous ejaculation sound so piteously.

" I am not classing i/ou in that category,"

the girl hastened to add, " and though I think

you were wrong to have repeated what they

said, I am not angry with you; I am only

hurt."

" Hurt ? Oh, deary me, to think that I

should have hurt my own heart's darling," cried

the old lady ;
" give me your little hand to kiss

and say you forgive poor Aunt Jerry."

Euth stooped down and kissed her, tenderly

enough ; but she was not the radiant being that

she had looked but a few minutes ago. The

glory of youth and hope in her eyes was

quenched ; the colour of life had faded from her

Q
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face, and in its place was a marble whiteness as

though a picture should have become a statue.

" I have done mischief," moaned the old

lady ;
'' harm where I had meant to help, my

dear, forgive me/'

" I have forgiven you, Aunt Jerry."

" You say so with your pretty lips, but do

you feel it in your heart, Euth ?
"

The girl nodded assent, and smiled an icy

smile ; not a glowing one such as she was wont

to use, and one that vanished as quickly as it

came.

"Then that is over, darling," put in the

other eagerly ; ''let us talk of other things.

There is something I wanted to say to you

;

something I wanted you to do for me. In my
desk yonder are some papers. I want you to

keep them for me ; they must not fall into other

hands when I am gone."

"What are they?"
" I don't quite know myself; but Jerry

—

poor fellow—told me never to part with them

;

so when he died, a ruined man, and Eobert took

everything else away from me as he did, I hid

them from him."
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" But if they are valuable I cannot keep

them," answered Euth.

" And yet I thought you said you had for-

given poor Aunt Jerry ?
"

" It is not a question of forgiveness," was

the firm reply.

"I see," said the old lady quietly; "you

are quite right. As I have left them—not that

they are worth leaving, Jerry himself said they

were worth nothing—in my will, it will be

necessary for you to produce them. Please to

keep them till the time comes."

In any other house it would have been a

strange request to make ; but even to Ruth her

aunt's solicitude for the safety of her documents

did not seem superfluous. She opened the desk

and took out a moderately sized parcel carefully

sealed. " It has my name upon it already," she

observed.

" Yes, that was a precaution against accident;

I have always intended you to take charge of

it ; and now it will be safe."

Q 2



CHAPTER XXI.

HOOKING THEIR FISH.

When Rutli retired to her own room tliat niglit

witli her aunt's parcel in her hand she thought

hut httle of what she carried. She put it

mechanically into a drawer of h^r desk, and,

having locked it, gave no more attention to the

matter. Aunt Jerry had given her something

else to think about, which could not be put in

a drawer or forgotten. Was it possible that

what had come to the ears of the old lady (as she

had herself expressed it) about Lawrence and

Kate Salesby was true ? That it had not come

to the ears of others was natural enough, for the

maids, through whom it must have come, would

have been naturally loth to speak of it to

Lawrence's mother, and certainly disinclined to

do so to their own master and mistress; they

hated them too much, and would also be un-
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willing to " make miscliief " between them and

Master Lawrence, who was a great favourite

with them.

It was with no thought of doing harm, how-

ever, but probably the contrary, that they had

told Aunt Jerry, with whom, to say truth, they

were somewhat too familiar. She had never

been encumbered with dignity, and in these

latter days had become, in position, little superior

to a servant herself. It was clear enough, in

short, from whence the report had arisen ; but

the question which was so unfortunately pressing

on Euth's attention was, was it true ? As she

had said, even if it was true, it was no business

of hers, nor of anybody's ; so far as his affections

at least were concerned, Lawrence was his own

master ; and he had not—no, he had not engaged

them elsewhere. Euth did not confess, even to

herself, that she was in love with her cousin. A
girl has not the freedom of a man in such a

matter ; she must not acknowledge that he

whom she loves has won her affections till he has

declared his love; and it had excessively annoyed

Euth, that Aunt Jerry had taken it for granted

that she did love Lawrence. But so it was for
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all that. What she had heard, therefore, had

gone to her very heart. It gave her exquisite

pain, bnt it did not rankle there, as it would

have done had Lawrence been engaged to her

and proved unfaithful; she had been spared

that wretchedness ; and, moreover, there was a

mitigation of her misery in the reflection that

Kate was not quite her equal ; as regards family,

indeed, the Salesbys were among the oldest in

the county, but in position, education, feeling,

Kate was obviously her inferior.

It was amazing to Euth that one like

Lawrence should have stooped to 'such a girl.

She wondered (in her woman's way, which is so

different from ours) how he could have been

conquered by such feeble weapons as a pretty

face, a graceful figure ; if, indeed, he had been

conquered. On the whole, though the idea dis-

tressed her, she did not believe it, and she was

far less angry with Aunt Jerry for believing it

than for the depreciatory terms in which she had

spoken of Lawrence. "Not worthy of her!"

The compliment to herself that that phrase

implied did not one whit diminish her dislike of

it. Lawrence was worthy of an angel, and she



BOOKING THEIR FISH. 247

felt herself far enough removed from any such

heavenly body, whatever Aunt Jerry might

tliink to the contrary. Even the old lady's

affection for her was no excuse in Ruth's eyes.

Such flattery, indeed, at her cousin's expense was

hateful to her. Nor did she forget, or rather

she now began for the first time to remember,

that the old lady had dropped depreciatory

remarks about him before ; had hinted at his

vanity, his selfishness. Vanity? Selfishness?

How could he help being conscious of his

superior intelligence ? How could he help,

situated as he was, a feeling of isolation, con-

veyed to others and by them misconstrued ?

The first person who, qualified by intelligence to

judge of his character, had made his acquaint-

ance, had appreciated him at once. Sir Charles

Walden had said, " If your cousin is not a

genius. Miss Ruth, he is a near relation to one."

The baronet's praise of the lad was so welcome

to her that she forgot to be angry with him for

having had Aunt Jerry for his advocate. The

old lady's notion of his being in love with her,

though very distasteful, gave her little annoy-

ance, for she did not believe it. She attributed
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the idea to her relative's match-making in-

stincts.

There had indeed been a time on the baronet's

first coming to Hillsland when there had been

that in his manner—she hardly knew what, but

a something—which gave her some embarrass-

ment. He had sometimes, even w^hile he talked

of Lawrence, looked at her, smiled at her, as if it

were upon his own account that he was talking

;

his voice had sunk lower than it need have done,

even when they were not conversing upon " the

common enemy," as he called her uncle ; he had

paid her little compliments very gracefully, but

which it had been nevertheless difficult to ignore.

It was possible—though it had never struck her

in that light till Aunt Jerry had given it such

decisive shape—that Sir Charles had at one time

been making love to her. But that it had not

been so of late days she felt convinced. There

had been a difference in his way with her, though

it was by no means a less friendly way. Indeed,

they had grown more familiar—more confi-

dential even—with one another. His manner

was no less tender, but had become more

paternal. She had never been the least afraid of.
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liim, and certainly not ^f herself as regarded

him, but what little embarrassment he at one

time had caused her, no longer existed in their

relations with one another. There was a tacit

understanding between them, but not at all of

the nature to which Aunt Jerry had alluded.

Had it been otherwise—had matters even been

on their former footing—what had just been said

to her would have made all future intercourse

betw^een the baronet and herself strained and

uncomfortable ; but fortunately this was not the

case. She could still like him as Lawrence's

friend without fear of misunderstanding. She

could not now, of course, be unaware of the

significance, which in the eyes of Uncle Eobert

and Aunt Jane attached to such a " friendship ;

"

but that troubled her very little. She did not

hate those relatives as Lawrence hated them,

nor, indeed, had she the same reason to do so,

but she despised them even more.

When one of those opportunities of being

alone together which were constantly being

afforded to herself and Sir Charles, took place on

the ensuing morning, the latter at once began to

speak of their common topic, Lawrence.
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" You have heard, I suppose, of your cousin's

capture of Mr. Latham, the editor ?
"

'' Indeed, I have not," she said, with eager

interest.

" What, has he not told you ? I should not

have given him credit for such modest reticence.

I saw him speaking to liis mother this morning

wdth such sparkling eyes, that though I did not

hear a word, I am sure he was telling her all

about it."

*' He has not told me one word." Though

there was no complaint in her tone, there was

dejection in it. Sir Charles saw that she was

pained, and pitied her : he was angry too with

him who had caused her pain. '' What a fool

the boy is !

" he said to himself. " What an

idiot not to see where true sympathy is waiting

for him, and to neglect this angel for a girl that

—^well, is not nearly so well suited for him. I'll

warrant he has taken his news to ' The Corner,'

where it will not even be understood."

Not a sign of this indignation, however, was

to be seen in Sir Charles's face. " Well," he

said, "I am sincerely obliged to m}^ young friend

for having permitted me to be the first bearer of
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his good tidings to you. Mr. Latham is as

much struck by the specimens of Lawrence's

talent I sent him as an editor of thirty years'

standing can be reasonably expected to be. He
thinks quite as highly of it as I do, and his

opinion is, of course, of much more consequence.

He has accepted one of his stories—and even

paid for it—and Lawrence is in the seventh

heaven of happiness."

" I am so glad," cried Euth ; but her hps

quivered and her voice faltered. " Oh, why,"

she seemed to be saying, " did he not let me
share his happiness by telling me this news

himself."

" Yes, Latham evidently thinks well of his

prospects in literature— gives him great en-

couragement and even suggests that he should

come up to town."

The colour left the girl's face. " And will

he go ?
"

" He certainly seemed to be pleased at the

idea. You must not blame him for that. It is

only natural that
"

"I do not blame him," she interrupted

hastily. " What right has any one to blame
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liim? If I seemed to be sorry it was but a

passing selfishness. We shall miss him so—his

mother and I, I mean—and it will make his

time so short with us, for he is to go to Sin-

gapore, you know, at the end of the year."

"But his hope is that if he goes to London

he will not go to Singapore at all."

" Oh, that would indeed please him, and be

good for him, would it not ? " she added hastily,

as though conscious of having been too eager

that he should be pleased.

''Yes, I think upon the whole it would be

good for him ; it will be well to reitiove him for

the present from Hillsland, where in some

respects—though not in all," put in the speaker

with a smile, which Euth would have fain

ignored, "he is so unhappily situated ; and

better still, if it resulted in his permanently

supporting himself without being indebted to his

relatives."

" You do not say, ' or to his friends,' Sir

Charles," observed Euth gravely. " Of course,

it is not for me to interfere in any plan for his

benefit ; but I fear you are taking some re-

sponsibility upon your shoulders, and that in his
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natural desire to escape from thraldom, lie may
not consider—the—the

"

'' The obligation/' interposed the other with

an amused look.

" Well, no, I did not quite mean that : I am
sure Lawrence would be always grateful, and that

in your case bounty would be as little grudged as

felt ; but there are some favours which, though

offered in the most unselfish kindness by the

giver, and though they may never be repented of

by the recipient, one ought not to receive."

She hesitated, and the more so since the

colour had risen in the other's usually impassive

face. " I hope I have not angered you. Sir

Charles."

" Angered me ? That would be a difficult

thing for you to do, my dear young lady, what-

ever you might please to say to me. It is very

natural, and does you infinite credit, that you

should look beyond the present gratification of

your cousin and consider the loss of independence

of character that might ensue from it."

" Yes, that is what I meant, if I could only

have expressed myself, and also that Lawrence is

so young, and has no friends in London, and we
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—tliat is, his motlier and I—are so ignorant of

the world, that we have not even advice to offer

him."

'' Just so ; all you say is most sensible and

just. But as to the obligation there will be

none at all. Lawrence has no extravagant

notions. It will be easy for him to support him-

self in a humble way by his pen without assist-

ance from anyone ; and Latham's people are

very nice and will look after him— so far you

must allow me to be of service—just at first. I

have thought that over."

" You are kind indeed : but his mother will

have her fears ; and there is another thing : if

Lawrence leaves us, even temporarily, his uncle

will make it the excuse for quarrel, will set his

grandfather against him, cause him perhaps even

to be renounced and cut off altogether."

" I have thought of that, too ; my plan is to

invite Lawrence to my own house. Against his

being my Aasitor your people will not have a word

to say. It is not likely that they will trouble

themselves to inquire what he is doing; and

while supposed to be under my roof, he may be

trying his luck in London—feeling his wings as
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it were—so that even if tliej fail liim, there will

no harm be done ; he can but return, and go to

Singapore after all."

" That is not very frank, is it ? " said Euth

hesitatingly, " not quite straightforward?
"

Again the colour came into Sir Charles's

face.

" You know the people he has to deal with

better than I do," he answered coldly. " If you

think a bolder course more advisable, for Lawrence

to lay before your uncle his little plan of es-

cape
"

" Forgive me," she put in quickly. " No ;

that would be out of the question. It is easy to

be conscientious when somebody else is taking

all the responsibility off one's shoulders. I must

seem to you ungrateful indeed."

She put out her hand to him with a sudden

impulse, and he pressed it tenderly.

They both forgot for the moment that they

were talking in the verandah within eye-shot of

the breakfast-room windows. Uncle Eobert and

Aunt Jane were both standing there, and motives

of delicacy had not restrained them from making

use of the opportunity.
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"Did you see that?'' murmured Uncle

Eobert significantly.

" Well, of course I did ; it's what I've been

expecting to see for a good many days," replied

his sister. '' It would have been hard indeed if

all the trouble and expense the man has caused

us all this time had gone for nothing."

" Oh the expense," said Eobert gener-

ously. " You can't hook your fish without gear."
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Electricity, Age of, from Amber Soul to Telephone. By Park Benjamin,
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Houghton, Lord : The Life, Letters, and Friendships of Richard Monckton
Milnes, First Lord Houghton. By T. Wemyss Reid. Two Vols. 32s.
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London Street Arabs. By Mrs. H. M. Stanley (Dorothy Ten

n

ant).

With Pictures printed on a Tint. 55.

Mechanics, The Practical Dictionary ofl Illustrated. Four Vols. 21s. each.

Medical Handbook of Life Assurance. By James Edward Pollock, M.D..
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Medicine, Manuals for Students of. [A Listforwarded postfree on application\

Modem Europe, A History ot By C. A. Fyffe, M.A. Three Vols. 12s. each.
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Ohio, The New. A Story of East and West. By Edward Everett Hale, 6s.

Our Own Country. Six Vols. With 1,200 Illustrations, Cloth, 7s. 6d. each.
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Edition. With 1,500 Illustrations. Five Vols. gs. each.

Science, Year Book of, The, for 1892. Edited by Rev. Prof. Bonney. 7s. 6d,

Sea, The: Its Stirring Story of Adventure, Peril, and Heroism. By
F. Whymper. With 400 Illustrations. Four Vols. 7s. 6d. each.
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viz. :—The Comedies, 21s. ; The Historical Plays, i8s. 6d. ; The Tragedies, 25s.



Selections fro7n Cassell & Company' s Publications.

Shakespeare, Miniature. Illustrated. In Twelve Vols., in box, 12s. ; or in
Red Paste Grain (box to match), with spring catch, lettered in gold, 21s.

Shakespeare, The Plays of. Edited by Prof. Henry Morley. Complete in
Thirteen Vols. Cloth, in box, 21s. ; half-morocco, cloth sides, 42s,

Shakespeare, The England of. By^E. Goadby. Illustrated. New Edition. 2s. 6d.
Shakspere, The International. Edition de luxe.

" King Henry VIII." By Sir James Linton, P.R.I. (Price on application).
" Othello." Illustrated by Frank Dicksee, R.A. £2, los.
" King Henry IV." Illustrated by Herr Eduard Gkutzner. £-^ los.

"As You Like It." Illustrated by the late Mons. Emile Bayard. £-i 10=;.

"Romeo and Juliet." Illustrated by Frank Dicksee, R.A. Is now out of print.

Shakspere, The Leopold. With 400 Illustrations, and an Introduction by F. J.
Furnivall. Cheap Edition, 3s. 6d. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 5s. ; roxburgh, 7s. 6d.

Shakspere, The Royal. With Exquisite Steel Plates and Wood Engravings.
Three Vols. 15s. each.

Sketches, The Art of Making and Using. From the French f G.
Fraipont. By Clara Bell. With Fifty Illustrations. 2s. 6d.

Smuggling Days and Smuggling Ways ; or, The Story of a Lost Art. By
Commander the Hon. Henry N. Shore, R.N. Illustrated. Cloth, 7s. 6d.

Snare Of the Fowler, The. By Mrs. "Alexander." Three Vols. 31s. 6d.

Social Welfare, Subjects of. By the Rt. Hon. Sir Lyon Playfair, M. P. 7s. 6d,

Sports and Pastimes, Cassell'c Complete Book of. With more than 900
Illustrations. Cheap Edition, 3s, 6d.

Squire, The. By Mrs. Parr. Three Vols. 31s. 6d,

Standard Library, Casseil's. Stiff covers, is. each; cloth, 2s. each.

leby. Two

SMrley.
Coningsby.
Mary Barton.
The Antiquary.
Nicholas Niekli
Vols.

Jane Eyre.
"Wutherine Heights.
Ihe Prairie.
Dombey and Son. Two Vols.
Niglit and Morning.
Kenilworth.
The Ingoldsby Legends.
Tower of London.
Tlie Pioneers.
Charles O'Malley.
Barnaby Rudge.
Cakes and Ale.
Tlie King's Own.
People I have Met.
The Pathfinder.
Evelina.
Scott's Poems.

Adventures of Mr. Ledbury.
Ivanhoe.
Oliver Twist.
Selections from Hood's

"Works.
Longfellow's Prose "Works.
Sense and Sensibility.
Lytton's Plays.
Tales, Poems, and Sketches

(Bret Harte).
The Prince of the House of

David,
Sheridan's Plays.
XJneie Tom's Cabin.
Deerslayer.
Eugene Aram.
Jack Hinton, the Guards-

man.
Home and the Early Chris-

tians.
The Trials of Margaret

Lyndsay.
Edgar Allan Poe. Prose and

Poetry, Selections from.

Old Mortality.
The Hour and the Man.
Washing-ton Irving's Sketch-

Book.
Last Days of Palmyra.
Tales Qf the Borders.
Pride and Prejudice.
Last of the Mohicans.
Heart of Midlothian.
Last Days of Pompeii.
Yellowplush Papers.
Handy Andy.
Selected Plays.
American Humour.
Sketches by Boz.
Macaulay's Lays and Selec-

ted Essays.
Harry Lorrequer.
Old Curiosity Shop.
Rienzi.
The Tahsman.
Piekwiek. Two Vols.
Scarlet Letter.
Martin Chuzzlewit. Two Vols.Last of the Barons.

Star-Land. By Sir Robert Stawell Ball, LL.D., &c. Illustrated. 6s.

Storehouse of General Information, Casseil's. Fully Illustrated with High-
Class Wood Engravings, and with Maps and Coloured Plates. In Vols. 5s. each.

Story of Francis Cludde, The. A Novel. By Stanley J. Weyman. 7s. 6d.
Successful Life, The. By W. H. Webber. 3s. 6d.

Syhil Knox ; or, Home Again. A Story cf To-day. By Edward E. Hale,
Author of " East and West," &c. 7s. 6d.

Teaching in Three Continents. Personal Notes on the Educational Systems of
the World. By W. C. Grasbv. 6s.

Thackeray, Character Sketches from. Six New and Original Drawings by
Frederick Barnard, reproduced in Photogravure. 21s.

The Short Story Library.
Noughts and Crosses. By Q. 5s.

Otto the Knight, &c. By Octave Thanet. 5s.

Fourteen 10 One, &c. By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps. 6s.

Eleven Possible Cases. By various Authors. 5s.

A Singer's Wife. By Miss F.vnny Murfree. 5s.

The Poet's Audience, and Delilah. By Clara Savile Clarke. 5s.

"Treasure Island " Series, The. Cheap Illustrated Edition. Cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
King Solomon's Mines. By H. Rider Haggard.
Kidnapped. By Robert Louis Steven-(jn.
Treasure Island. By Robert Louis Steve.vson.
The Splendid Spur. By Q.
The Master of Bailantrae. By Robert Louis Stevenson.
The Black Arrow: A Tale of the Two Roses, By Robert Louis Stevenson,
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Treatment, The Year-Book of, for 1893. A Critical Re\'ie\v for Practitioners of
Medicine and Surgery. Ninth Year of Issue. Greatlv Enlarged. t:o:> pasjes. 7s. 6d.

Tree Painting' in Water Colours. By W. H. ' J. Boot. " With Eighteen
Coloured Plates, and valuable instructions b}' the Artist. 5s.

Trees, Familiar. By Prof. G. S. Boulger, F.L.S., F.G.S. Two Series. With
Forty full-pase Coloured Plates bv W. H. J. Boot. 12s. 6d. each.

"Unicode": The Universal Telegraphic Phrase Book. Pocket or Desk
Edition. 2s. 6d. each.

United States, Cassell's History of the. By Edmund Ollier. With 600 Illus-

trations. Three Vols. gs. each.

Universal Hi^^cry, Cassell's Illustrated. With nearly Oxe Thousand
Illl-str.-. jns. Vol. I. Early and Greek History.—Vol. II. The Roman Period.

—

Vol. III. The Middle Ages.—Vol. IV. Modern History. 9s. each.

University Extension, Past, Present, and Future. By Prof. H. J. Mackinder
and M. E. Sadler, M.A With Maps and Plans, is. 6d.

Vaccination Vindicated. By John C. McVail, M.D., D.P.H. Camb. 5s.

Verdict, The. A Tract on the Political Significance of the Report of the Parnell
Commission. Bv A. V. Dicey. Q.C. 2s. 6d.

Vernon Heath's Recollections. Large crown 8vo, cloth gilt, los. 6d.
Verses Grave and Gay. By Ellen Thorneycroft Fowler. 3s. 6d.
Vicar of Wakefield and other Works, by Oliver GoLDS^^TH. Illustrated.

3s. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 5s.

Water-Colour Painting-, A Course of. With Twenty-four Coloured Plates by
R. P. Leitch, and lull Instructions to the Pupil. 5s.

Waterloo Letters. Edited by Major-General H. T. Siborne, Late Colonel
R.E. With Numerous Maps and Plans of the Battlefield. 21s.

Wedlock, Lawful : or, How Shall I Make Sure of a Legal Marriage. By
Two Barristers. 2s.

Wild Birds, Familiar. By W. Swaysland. Four Series. With 40 Coloured
Plates in each. 12s. 6d. each.

Wild nowers, Familiar. By F. E. Kulme, F.L.S., F.S.A. Five Series. With
40 Coloured Plates in each. 12s. 6d. each.

Wood, The Life of the Rev. J. G. By his Son, the Rev. Theodore Wood.
With Portrait. Extra, crosvn 8\'0, cloth. Cheap Edition. 5s.

Work. An Illustrated Journal of Practice and Theory for all Workmen, Pro-
fessional and Amateur. Yearly Volume, cloth, 7s. 6d.

World of Wit and Humour, The. With 400 Illustrations. Cloth, 7s. 6d.

World of Wonders, The. With 400 Illustrations. Two Vols. 7s. 6d. each.

Wrecker, The. By R. L. Stevenson and Lloyd Osbourne. Illustrated. 6s.

Yule Tide. Cassell's Christmas Annual, is.

ILLUSTRA TED MA GAZINES.
The Quiver, for Suuriay and General Ilrading. Monthly, 6d.

Cassell"s Family Magazine. Monthly, yd.
** Little Folks ^^ 31agazitie. Monthly, 6d.

The Magazine of Art, Monthly, is.

Chums, ' The New Illustrated Paper for Boys. Weekly, id.; Monthly, 6d.

CasselVs Safurdag Journal. Weekly, id. ; Monthly, 6d.

Worh. An Illustrated Journal of Practice and Theory for all Work-
men, Professional and Amateur. Weekly, id. ; Monthly, 6d.

*,• Full partic7tlars of CASSELL & COMPANY'S Monthly Serial Publications
will befound in Cassell & Company's COMPLETE CATALOGUE.

"Catalogues of Cassell & Company's Publications, which may be had at all

Booksellers', or will be sent post free on application to the Publishers :

—

Cassell's Complete Catalogue, containing particulars of upwards of One
Thousand Volumes.

Cassell's Classified Catalogue, in which their Works are arranged according

to price, from Threepence to Fifty Guineas.

Ca.'^sell's Educational Catalogue, containing particulars of Casseli. <•':

Company's Educational Works and Students' Manuals.

CASSELL & COxMPANY, Limited, Ludgate Hill, London.
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Bible, CasseU's lUustrated Family. With 900 Illustrations. Leather, gilt

edges, £1 los. ; full morocco, £>, los.

Bible Educator, Tbe. Edited by E. H. Plumptre, D.D. With Illustrations,
Maps, &c. Four Vols., cloth, 6s. each.

Bible Student in the British Museum, The. By the Rev. J. G. Kitchin.
M.A. Entirely New and Revised Edition, is. 4d.

Biblewomen and Nurses. Yearly Volume, 3s,

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress, and the Holy War, CasseU's Illustrated
Edition of. With 200 Original Illustrations. Demy 410, cloth, i6s.

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress (CasseU's lUustrated). 410. Cheap Edition, 3s. 6d.

Bunyan's PUgrim's Progress. With Illustrations. Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d.

ChUd's Bible, The. With 200 Illustrations. Demy 4to, 830 pp. 150//? Thousand.
Cheap Edition, 7s. 6d. Sttperior Edition, with 6 Coloured Plates, gilt edges, los. 6d.

ChUd's Life of Christ, The. Complete in One Handsome Volume. %vith about
200 Original Illustrations. Cheap Edition, cloth, 7s. 6d. ; or with 6 Coloured Plates,

cloth, gilt edges, ids. 6d. Demy 410, gilt edges, 21s.

"Come, ye Children." By the Rev. Benjamin Waugh. Illustrated. 5s.

Commentary, The New Testament, for English Readers. Edited by the
Rt. Rev. C. J. Ellicott, D.D., Lord Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. In Three
Volumes. 21s. each.

Vol. 1.—The Four Gospels.
Vol. II.—The Acts. Bomans, Corinthians, Galatians.
Vol. III.—The remaining Books of the New Testament.

Commentary, The Old Testament, for English Readers. • Edited by the Rt.

Rev. C. J. Ellicott, D.D., Lord Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. Complete in

5 Vols. 21s. each.

Vol. I.—Genesis to Numbers. I Vol. III.—Kings I. to Esther.
Vol. II.—Deiiteronomy to Samuel II.

|
Vol. IV.—Job to Isaiah.

Vol. v.—Jeremiah to Malachi.

Commentary, The New Testament. Edited by Bishop Ellicott. Handy
Volume Edition. Suitable for School and general use.

St. Matthew. 3s- 6d.

St. Mark. 3s.

St. Luke. 3s. 6d.

St. John. 3s. 6d.

The Acts of the Apostles.
3s. 6d.

Romans. 2s. 6d.

Corinthians I. and II. 3s.

Galatians, Ephesians, and
Philippians. ss-

Colossians, Tliessalonians,
and Timothy. 3s.

Titus, Philemon, Hebrews,
and James. 3s.

Peter, Jude, and John.
The Revelation. 3s.

An Introduction to the New
Testament. 2s 6d.

Commentary, The Old Testament. Edited by Bishop Ellicott. Handy Volume
Edition. Suitable for School and general use.

Genesis. 3s. 6d. I Leviticus. 3s. |
Deuteronomy. 2s. 6d.

Exodus. 3s. I
Numbers. 2s. 6d.

j

Dictionary of ReUgion, The. An Encyclopaedia of Christian and other
Religious Doctrines, Denominations, Sects, Heresies, Ecclesiastical Terms, History,

Biography, &c. &c. By the Rev. Willia.m Benham, B.D. Cheap Edition. lo.s. 6d.

Dore Bible. With 230 Illustrations by GUSTAVE Dore. Origi?ial Edition.

Two Vols., best morocco, gilt edges, ;6 15. Popular Edition. With Full-page Illus-

trations. In One Vol. 15s.

Early Days of Christianity, The. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D., F.R.S.

Library Edition. Two Vols., 24s. ; morocco, £-2 2s.

Popular Edition. Complete in One Volume, cloth, 6s. ; cloth, gilt edges,

7s. 6d. ; Persian morocco, los. 6d. ; tree-calf, 15s.

Family Prayer-Book, The. Edited by the Rev. Canon Garbett, M.A., and
the Rev. S. Martin. Extra crown 4to, cloth, ss. ; morocco, i8s.

Gleanings after Harvest. Studies and Sketches. By the Rev. John R. Vernon,
]M.A. Illustrated. 6s.

Gospel of Grace, The. By a Lindesie. Cloth, 2s. 6d.

"Graven in the Rock." By the Rev. Dr. Samuel Kinns, F.R.A.S., &c. &c.

Illustrated. 12s. 6d.



Seleciio7is from Cassell d- Companys riihlkatinus.

"Heart Chords." A Series of Works by Eminent Divines. Bound in cloth, red
edges, IS. each.

My Father. By the Right Rev. Ashtcn Oxenden,
late Bishop of Montreal.

My Bible. By the Rt. Rev. W. Boyd Carpenter,
Bishop of Ripon.

My "Work for God. By the Right Rev. Bishop
Cotterill.

My Object in Life. By the Ven. Archdeacon
Farrar, D.D.

My Aspirations. By the Rev. G. Marheson, D.D.
My Emotional Life. By I'reb. Ch.->dwick, D.D.
My Body. By the Rev. Prof. W. G. Blaikie, D.D.

My Soul. By the Rev. P. B. Power. M.A.
My Growth, in Divine Life. By the Rev,

Prebendary Reynolds, M.A.
My Hereafter. By the Very Rev. Dean Bicker-

steth.

My "Walk -with God. By the Very Rev. Dean
Montgomery.

My Aids to the Divine Life. By the Very
Rev. Dean Boyle.

My Sources of Strength. By the Rev. E. E.
Jenkins. .M.A.

Helps to Belief. A Series of Helpful Manuals on the Religious Difficulties of the
Day. Edited by the Rev. TEiGNiMouTH Shore, jNI.A., Canon of Worcester, and
Chaplain-in-Ordinar>' to the Queen. Cloth, is. each.

Creatio.v. Bythelate Lord Bishop of Carlisle.
\
The Morality of the Old Testame-MT. By

Miracles. By the B,ev. Brownlow Mait- ' the Bev. Newman Smyth, D.D.

PRAvlf^^^^iifeEev.T.Teignmouth Shore, \

The DIv:^•IT^' of Our Lord. By the Lord
-vr_/^

,

: Bishop of Derry.

The Atonement. By William Connor Magee, D.D., Late Archbishop of York.

Hid Treasure. By Richard Harrls Hill. is.

Holy Land and the Bible, Tlie. A Book of Scripture Illustrations gathered
in Palestine. By the Rev. Clnnlngham Geikie, D.D., LL.D. (Edin.). With Map.
Two Vols. 24s. Illustrated Edition. One Vol. 21s.

Life of Clirist, The. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D., F.R.S.,Chaplain-
in-Ordinarv to the Oueen.
Cheap Illustrated Edition. Large 410, cloth, 7s. 6d. Cloth, full gilt, gilt

edges, los. 6d.

Library Edition. Two Vols. Cloth, 24s. ; morocco, 42s.

Popular Edition, in One Vol. 8vo, cloth, 6s.; cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. ; Persian

morocco, gilt edges, los. 6d. ; tree-calf, 15s.

Marriage Ring, The. By William Landels, D.D. Bound in white
leatherette. N'czv and Cheaper Eiinofi, 3s. 6d.

Morning and Evening Prayers for Workhouses and other Institutions.

Selected by Louisa Twining. 25.

Moses and Geology ; or, the Harmony of the Bible with Science. By
the Rev. Samuel Kinns, Ph.D., F.R.A.S. Illustrated. Demy 8vo, 8s. 6d.

My Comfort in Sorrow. By Hugh Macmillan, D.D., LL.D., &c., Author of
" Bible Teachings in Nature," &c. Cloth, is.

New Light on the Bible and the Holy Land. By B. T. A. Evetts. Illus-

trated. Cloth, 21s.

Protestantism, The History of. By the Rev. J. A. Wylie, LL.D. Containing

upwards of 600 Original Illustration?. Three Vols., 27s. ; Library Edition, 30s.

"Quiver" Yearly Volume, The. With about 600 Original Illustrations and
Coloured Frontispiece. 7s. 6d. Also Monthly, 6d.

St George for England ; and other Sermons preached to Children. Fifth

Edition. By the Rev. T. Teignmouth Shore, M.A., Canon of Worcester. 5s.

St Paul, The Life and Work of. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D.,

F.R.S., Chaplain-in-Ordinary to the Queen.
Library Edition. Two Vols., cloth. 24s. ; calf. 42s.

Illustrated Edition, complete in One Volume, with about 300 Illustrations,

^i IS. ; morocco, £2 2s.
1 -i j

Popular Edition. One Volume, 8vo, cloth, 6s. ; cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

;

Persian morocco, ics. 6d. ; tree-calf, 15s.

Shall We Know One Another in Heaven ? By the Rt. Rev. J. C. Ryle, D.D.,

Bi>hop of Liverpool. -Wu- atid Etilarged Edition. Paper Covers, 6d.

Shortened Church Services and Hymns, suitable for use at Children's Services.

Compiled by the Rev. T. Teignmouth Shore, M.A, Canon ot Worcester.

Enlarged Edition, is.

Signa Christi : Endences of Christianity set forth in the Person and Work of

Christ. By the Rev. James Aitchison. 5s.

"Sunday:" Its Origin, History, and Present Obligation. By the Ven. Arch-

deacon Hessev, D.C.L. Fvih Edition, 7s. 6d.

Twilight 01 Lite, The: Words of Counsel and Comiort for the Aged. By

John Ellerton, M.A. is. 6d.
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(Etruratioital Morks antr ^tuir^nts' iHattuala*
Agricultural Text-Books, Cassell's. (The " Downton " Series.) Fully Illustrated.

Edited by John Wrightson, Professor of Agriculture.

Soils and Manures. By J. M. H. Munro, D.Sc. (London), F.I.C., F.C.S. 2S. 6d.

Parm Crops. By Professor Wrightson. 2S. 6d.

Live Stock. By Professor Wrightson. 2s. 6d.

Alphabet, Cassell's Pictorial Size, 35 inches by 42I inches. Mounted on
Linen, with rollers. 3s. 6d.

Arithmetic :—Howard's Anglo-American Art of Reckoning. The Standard
Teacher and Referee of Shorthand Business Arithmetic. By C. F. Howard.
Paper, is. ; cloth, 2s. New Enlarged Edition, 5s.

Arithmetics, The Modem School By George Ricks, B.Sc. Lend. With Test
Cards. (List on af>plication.)

Atlas, Cassell's Popular. Containing 24 Coloured Maps. 2s. 6d.

Book-Keeping. By Theodore Jones. For Schools, 2s. ; or cloth, 3s. For
THE iNIiLLiox, 2S. ; or cloth, 3s. Books for Jones's System, Ruled Sets of, 2s.

Chemistry, The Public School. By J. H. Anderson, M.A. 2s. 6d.

Classical Texts for Schools, Cassell's. {A list sent postfree on application.)

Cookery for Schools. By Lizzie Heritage. 6d.

Copy-Books, Cassell's Graduated. Complete in 18 Books. 2d. each.

Copy-Books, The Modern School. Complete in 12 Books. 2d. each.

Drawing Copies, CasseU's "New Standard." Complete in 14 Books. 2d., 3d.,

and 4d. each.

Drawing Copies, Cassell's Modem School Freehand. First Grade, is. Second
Grade, 2S.

Electricity, Practical. By Prof. W. E. Ayrton. 7s. 6d.

Energy and Motion : A Text-Book of Elementary Mechanics. By William
Paice, M.A. Illustrated, is. 6d.

English Literature, A First Sketch of, from the Earliest Period to the Present

Time. Bv Prof Henry Morley. 7s. 6d.

Euclid, Cassell's. Edited by Prof. Wallace, M.A. is.

Euclid, The First Four Books of, New Edition. In paper, 6d. ; cloth, gd.

French, CasseU's Lessons in. New and Revised Edition. Parts I. and II., each,

2S. 6d. ; complete, 4s. 6d. Key, is. 6d.

French-English and English-French Dictionary. Entirely New and Enlarged
Edition. 1,150 pages, 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d.

French Reader, Cassell's Public School. By Guillaume S. Conrad. 2s. 6d.

Galbraith and Haughton's Scientific Manuals.

Plane Trigonometry. 2s. 6d. Euclid. Books I.. 11.. III. 2s. 6d. Books IV., V., VI. k. 6d.

Mathematical Tables. 3s. 6d. Mechanics. 3s. 6d. Natural PMlosophy. 3s. 6d. Optacs.

2S. 6d. Hydrostatics. 3s. 6d. Steam Engine. 3s. 6d. Algebra. Part 1., cloth, 2s. 6d. Com-

plete, 7S. 6d. Tides and Tidal Currents, with Tidal Cards. 3s.

Gaudeamus. Songs for Colleges and Schools. Edited by John Farmer. 5s.

Words only, paper, 6d. ; cloth, gd.

Geometry, First Elements Of Experimental. By Paul Bert. Illustrated. is.6d.

Geometry, Practical Solid. By Major Ross, R.E. 2s.

German Dictionary, CasseU's New. German-English, English-German. Cheap
Edition, cloth, 3s. 6d.

German of To-Day. By Dr. Heinemann. is. 6d.

German Reading, First Lessons in. By A, JAgst. Illustrated, is.

Hand-and Eye Training. By G. Ricks, B.Sc, Two Vols., with 16 Coloured

Plates in each Vol. Crown 4to, 6s. each.
" Hand-and-Eye Training " Cards for Class Work. Five sets m case. is. each.

Historical Cartoons, CasseU's Coloured. Size 45 in. x 35 in. 2s. each. Motmted
on canvas and varnished, with rollers, 5s. each. (Descriptive pamphlet, 16 pp., id.)

Historical Course for Schools, CasseU's. Illustrated throughout. I.—Stones
from English History, is. II.—The Simple Outline of English History, is. 3d.

III.—The Class History of England, 2s. 6d.

Latin Dictionary, CasseU's New. (Latin-English and English-Latin). Revised

by J. R. V. Marchant, M.A., and J. F. Charles, B.A. 3s. 6d.

Latin Primer, The New. By Prof. J. P. Postgate. 2s. 6d.

Latin Primer, The First. By Prof. Postgate. is.

Latin Prose for Lower Forms. By M. A. Bayfield, M.A. 2S. 6d.

Laundry Work (How to Teach It). By Mrs. E. Lord. 6d.
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Laws of Every-Day Life. For the Use of Schools. By H. O. Arnold-Forster,
M.P. IS. 6d. Special Edition on green paper for those with weak e3-esight, 2s.

Little Folks' History of England. By Isa Craig-Knox. Illustrated, is. 6d.

Making of the Home, Tlie. By Mrs. Samuel A. Barnett. is. 6d.

Map-BnUding Series, Cassell's. Outline Maps prepared by H. O. Arnold-
FoRSTEK, M.P. Per set of 12, is.

Marlborough Books:—Arltlimetic Examples. 3S. Aritliinetie Rules, is. 6d. French
Exercises. 3s. 6d. French Grammar. 2s. 6d. German Greimmar. 3s. 6d.

Mechanics for Young Beginners, A First Book of. By the Rev. J. G. Easton.
M.A. 4S. 6d.

Mechanics and Machine Design, Numerical Examples in Practical By
R. G. Br-AiNE, M.E. With Diagrams. Cloth, 2s. 6d.

"Model Joint" Wall Sheets, for Instruction in Manual Training. By S.
Barter. Eight Sheets, 2s. 6d. each.

Natural History Coloured Wall Sheets, Cassell's New. Consisting of 18
subjects. Size, 39 by 31 in. Mounted on rollers and varnished. 3s. each.

Object Lessons from Nature. By Prof. L, C. Miall, F.L.S., F.G.S. FuUy
Illustrated. Half cloth, paper boards, 2s.; or cloth, 2s. 6d.

Physiology for Schools. By Alfred T. Schofield, M.D., M.R.C.S., &c.
With Wood Engravings and Coloured Plates, is. gd. Three Parts, paper covers,

sd. each ; or cloth limp, 6d. each.

Poetry Readers, Cassell's New. Illustrated. 12 Books, id. each. Cloth, is. 6d.

Popular Educator, Cassell's New. With Revised Text, New Maps, New Coloured
Plates, New Tjpe, &c. Complete in Eight Vols. 5s. each ; or Eight Volumes in
Four, half-morocco, 50s.

Reader, The Citizen. By H. O. Arnold-Forster, M.P. Cloth, is. 6d- ; also a
Scotti>h Edition, Cloth, is. 6d.

Reader, The Temperance. By Rev. J. Dennis Hird. Crown 8vo, is. 6d.
Readers, Cassell's '

' Higher Class. " [List on application.

)

Readers, Cassell's Historical Illustrated. {List on application.')

Readers, Cassell's Readable. Illustrated. {List on application.)

Readers for Infant Schools, Coloured. Three Books. 4d. each.

Readers, The Modern Geographical. Illustrated throughout, {Liston application.')

Readers, The Modern School Illustrated. {List on application.)

Reading and Spelling Book, Cassell's Illustrated, is.

Round the Empire. By G. R. Parkin. With a Preface by the Rt. Hon. the
Earl of Roseberj-, K.T. Fully Illustrated, is. 6d.

School Bank Manual, A. By Agnes Lambert. 6d.

School Certificates, Cassell's. Three Colours, 6^x4! in., id. ; ^i^'^ Colours,
\\\ X g\ in., 3d. ; Seven Colours and Gold, gf x 6% in., 3d,

Science Applied to Work. By J. A. Bovver. Illustrated, is.

Science of Every-Day Life. By J. A. Bower. Illustrated, is.

Sculpture, A Primer of. By E. Roscoe Mullins. Illustrated. 2s. 6d.

Shade from Models, Common Objects, and Casts of Ornament, How to. By
W. E. Sp.\rke<. With 25 Plates by the Author. 3s.

Shakspere's Plays for School Use. illustrated. 5 Books. 6d. each.

Spelling, A Complete Manual of. By J. D. Morell, LL.D. is.

Technical Educator, Cassell's. Illustrated throughout. A'ew and Revised
Edition. Four Vols. 5s. each.

Technical Manuals, Cassell's. Illustrated throughout. 16 Vols., from 2s. 1045. 6d.

(Listfree en applicatto?i.)

Technology, Manuals ot Edited by Prof. Ayrton, F.R.S., and Richard
WoRMELL, D.Sc, M.A Illusuated throughout.

The Dyeing of Textile Fabrics, By Prof. DesigTi in Textile Fabrics. By T. R. Ashen-
Hummel. 5s. hurst. 4s. 6cL

Watch and Clock Making. By D. Glasgow, Spinmu? Woollen and Worsted. By W.

^t^^'T^t '"^ ^'"^^" "°'°'°^^ Pra|{^^[-^Mech'a'nicf-^y Prof. Perry. M.E.

Steel and Iron. Bv Prof. "SV. H. Greenwood, Cutting Tools Worked by Hand and Ma-
F.C.S.. M.I.C.E., &:c. 5s. chine. By Prcf. Smith. 3s. 6d.

Test Cards, Cassell's Combination. In sets, is. each.

Test Cards. Cassell's Modem School, in sets. is. each.

World of Ours, This. By H. O. Arnold-Forster, M.P. Fullv Illustrated. 3s. 6d.



SeIe(tio7?s fyoin Cassell <b Companyi's Piiblications.

?800ks for ^ouitg ^^opk.
•' Little Folks" Half-Yearly Volume. Containing 432 pages of Letterpress, with

Pictures on nearly every page, together with Two Full-page Plates printed in Colours
and Four Tinted Plates. Coloured boards, 3s. 6d. ; or cloth gilt, gilt edges, 5s.

Bo-Peep. A Book for the Little Ones. With Original Stories and Verses.
Illustrated with beautiful Pictures on nearly every page, and Coloured Frontispiece.
Yearly Volume. Elegant picture boards, 2s. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d.

Bashful Fifteen. By L. T. Meade. Illustrated. 3s. 6d.
Peep ot Day. An Old Friend in a New Dress. Illustrated. 3s. 6d.
Mag-gie Steele's Diary. By E. A. Dillwyn. 2s. 6d.
A Bundle of Tales. By Maggie Browne, Sam Browne, & Aunt Ethel. 3s.6d.
Fairy Tales in Other Lands. By Julia Goddard. Illustrated. 3s. 6d.
Story Poems for Young- and Old. By E. Davenport. 6s.

Pleasant Work for Busy Fingers. By Maggie Browne. Illustrated. 5s.

Born a King. Bv Frances and Mary Arnold-Forster. Illustrated, is.

The Marvellous Budget: being 65,536 Stories of Jack and Jill. By the
Rev. F. Bennett. Illustrated. Cloth gilt, 2s. 6d.

Magic at Home. By Prof. Hoffman. Fully Illustrated. A Series of easy
and startling Conjuring Tricks for Beginners. Cloth gilt, 5s.

Schoolroom and Home Theatricals, By Arthur Waugh. With Illustra-

tions by H. A. J. Miles. Cloth. 2s. 6d.

Little Mother Bunch. By Mrs. Molesworth. Illustrated. Cloth, 3s. 6d.

Heroes of Every-Day Life. By Laura Lane. With about 20 Full-page
Illustrations. 256 pages, crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Ships, Sailors, and the Sea. By R. J, Cornewall-Jones. Illustrated
throughout, and containing a Coloured Plate of Naval Flags. Cheap Edition, 2S. 6d.

The Tales of the Sixty Mandarins. By P. V. PvAmaswami Raju. 5s.

Gift Books for Young People. By Popular Authors. With Four Original
Illustrations in each. _Cloth gilt, is. 6d. each.

Jack Marston's Anctior.
Frank's Life-Battle.
Major Monk's Motto; or, "Look Before

you Leap."
Tim Thomson's Trial; or, " All is not Gold

that G-litters."
Ursula's Stumbling-Bloek.
Ruth's Life-Work; or,"No Pains, no Gains."
RaKS and Rainbows.
TJncle William's Ciiarge.
Bretty Pink's Purpose.

The Boy Hunters of Kentucky. By
Edward S. Ellis.

Red Feather: a Tale of the American
Frontier. B5' Edward S. Ellis.

Fritters ; or, " It's a Long Lane that has
no Turning."

Trixy; or, "Those who Live in Glass
Houses shouldn't throw Stones."

The Two Hardcastles.
Seeking a City.
Rhoda's Reward.

"Golden Mottoes" Series, The. Each Book containing 208 pages, with Four
full-page Original Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 2S. each.

"Nil Desperandum." By the Rev. F. Lang-
|
"Honour is my Guide." By Jeanie Hering

bridge, M. A. 1 Mrs. Adams-Actoii).
" TX^ay nnd Pnvhpnr " Bv Sarah Pitt 1

" -A-im at a Sure find." By Emily Searchfield.Bear and J! orbear. By barati l-itt.
|

» ^^ conquers who Endures." By the Author
"Foremost if I Can." By Helen Attsridge.

|
of " May Cunningham's Trial," &c.

"Cross and Crown" Series, The. With Four Illustrations in each Book. Crown
8vo, 256 pages, 2s. 6d. each.

Heroes of the Indian Empire ; or. Stories of I By Fire and Sword; a Story of the Kugue-
Valour and Victory. By Ernest Foster. nots. By Thomas Archer,

Through Trial to Triumph; or, "The ^^^^^'^^^T^:^.XlZ: <t^3^ "^ ^^'''^ ^^
Royal Way." By Madeline Bonavia Hunt

In Letters of Plome ; A Story of the
Waldenses. By C. L. Mateaux.

Strong to Suffer; A Story of the Jews. By
1. Wj

Covenant. By Annie S. Swan.
No. XIII.; or, the Story of the Lost VestaL

A Tale of Early Christian Days. By Hnuna
Marshall.

Freedom's Sword; A Story of the Days of
Wallace and Bruce. By Annie S. Swan.E. Wynne.

Five Shilling Books for Young People. With Original lUustrations. Cloth
gilt, 5s. each.

Under Bayard's Banner. By Henry Frith. 1 ^ ^, „ „ „ „
The Champion of Odin ; or. Viking Life Bound by a SpeU; or, the Hunted Witch

in the Days of Old. By J. Fred. Hodgetts. !
of the Forest. By the Hon. Mrs. Greene.

Albums for Children. Price 3s. 6d. each.
The Chit-chat Album. Illustrated. I jjt.^ Own Album nf AniTnain TiiiistraK-fi
The Album for Home. School, and Play.

;aLy uwn AiDum ot Animals. Illustrated.

Set in bold type, and illustrated throughout. |
Picture Album of AU Sorts. Illustrated.

"Wanted—a King" Series. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. each.
Robin's Ride. By EUinor Davenport Adams. i Wanted—a King; or, How Merle set the
Great - Grandmamma, By Oeorgina M. Nursei-y Rhymes to Rights. By Maggie

Synge. • Browne.



Selections from Cassell <t Company's Publications.

Crown 8vo Library. Cheap Editions.

Bambles Round London. By C. L.
Mateaux. Illustrated.

Around and About Old England. By C.
L. Mateaux. Illustrated.

Paws and Claws. By one of the Authors of
" Poems Written for a Child." illustrated.

Decisive Events in History. By Thomas
Archer. With Orig^inal Illustrations.

The True Hobinson Crusoes. Cloth gilt.

Peeps Abroad for Polks at Home. II' us-

trated thrcuj^hout.

2s. 6d. each.

Wild Adventures in Wild Places. By Dr.
Gordon Stables, R.N. lUusirated.

Modern Explorers. By lliomas Frost. Illus-

trated. Xe-cu and cheaper Edit en.
Early Explorers. By Thomas Frost.
Home Chat witn our Young Polks. Illus-

trated throu'jhout.
Jungle, Peak, and Plain. Illustrated

ihroiighout.

The England of Shakespeare. By E.
Goadby. With Full-page Illustrations.

Three and Sixpenny Books for Young People.
Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. each.

The King's Command. A Story for Girls. I

By Mae?ie Svniiiig^ton.

A Sweet 'Girl Graauate. By L. T. Meade.
The White House at Inch Gow. Bv .Mrs.

Pitt.

Loiit in Samoa. A Tale of Adventure in the
Navigator Islands. By E. S. Ell;s.

Tad; or, " Getting Even " with Him. By
E. S. Ellis.

With Original Illubtrations.

Polly. By L. T. Meade.

The Palace Beautiful. By L. T. Meade.
" Follow my Leader."
For Fortune and Glory.

The Cost of a Slistake. By Sarah P tt

Lost among White Africans.

A World of Girls. By L. T. Meade.

Books by Edward S. Ellis. Illustrated. Cloth, 2s. 6d. each

The Last War Trail.

Ned on the River. A Tale

of Indian River Warfare.

Footprints in the Forest.
Up the Tapajos.

The Hunters of the Ozark.
The Camp in the Moun-

tains.
Nedm the Woods. A Tale

of Early Days in the West.
Down the Mississippi.

Ned in the Block House.
A Story of Pioneer Life in
Kentucky.

The Lost Trail.
Camp-Pire and Wigweim-
Lost in the WUds.

Sixpenny Story Books. By well-known Writers. All

The Smuggler's Cave.
Little Lizzie.
The Boat Club.
Luke Barnicott.

Little Bird.
Little Pickles.
The Elchester College

Boys.

Illustrated,

My First Crmse.
The Little Peacemaker.
The Delft Jug.

Cassell's Picture Story Books. Each containing 60 pages. 6d. each.

Little Talks.
Bright Stars.
Nursery Joys.
Pet's Posy.
Tiny Tales.

Daisy's Story Book.
Dot's Story Book.
A Nest of St n-ies.

Good Nigiit Stories.
Chats for Small Chatterers.

Illustrated Books for the Little Ones. Containing
Illustrated, is. each ; or cloth gilt, is. 6d.

Firelight Stories.
Sunlight and Shade.
Rub-a-dub Tales.
Fine Feathers and PlvifEy
Fur.

Scrambles and Scrapes.
Tittle Tattle Tales.

Dumb Friends.
Indoors and Out.
Some Farm Friends.
Those Golden Sands.
Little Mothers ana their

Children.
Our Pretty Pets.

Wandering Ways.

Auntie's Stories.
Birdie's Story Book-
Little Chimes.
A Sheaf of Tales.
Dewdrop Stories.

interesting Stories. All

Our Schoolday Hours.
Creatures Tame.
Creature^ Wild.
Up and Down the Garden.
All Sorts ol Adventures.
Our Sunday Stories.
Oar Holiday Hours.

Shilling Story Books. All Illustrated, and containing Interesting Stories.

Aunt Lucia's Locket.
The Magic Mirror.
The Cost of Revenge.
Clever Frank.
Among the Redskins.
The Ferryman of BriLL
Harry MaxweU.
A Banished Monarch.

Seventeen Cats.
Bunty and the Boys.
The Heir of Elmdale.
The Mystery at Shoncliff

School.
Claimed at Last, and Roy's

Reward.
Thorns and Tangles.

•Little Folks" Painting Books, With Text, and Outline Illustrations for
Water-Colour Painting, is. each.

Pruits and Blossoms for " Little Folks "

to Paint.
The "Little Folks'

The Cuckoo in the Robin's
John's Mistake. [Nest.
Diamonds in the Sand.
Surly Bob.
The History of Five Little

Pitchers.
The Giant's Cradle.
Shag and Doll.

The "Little Folks"
Book. Cloth only, zs.

Illuminating Book.

Proverb Painting

Eighteenpenny Story Books. All Illustrated throughout.

Wee Willie Winkie.
Ups and Downs of a Don-
key's Life.

Three Wee Ulster Lassies.
Up the Ladder.
Dick's Hero ; & other Stories.
The Chip Boy.

Raggles, Baggies, and the
Emperor.

Roses from Thorns.
Faith's Father.
By Land and Sea.
The Young Berringtoas.
Jeflf and Leff.

Tom Morris's Error.
Worth more than Gold.
" Through Flood—Through
Pire."

The Girl with the Golden
Locks.

Stories of the Olden Time.



Selections from Cassell & Company's Publications.

The "World in Pictures" Series.

A Ramble Round France.
All the Russias.
Chats about Germany.
The Land of the Pyramids (EgyT>t).
Peeps into China.

Illustrated throughout. 2s. 6d. each.

The Eastern "Wonderland (Japan).
Glimpses of South America.
Round Africa.
The Land of Temples (India).
The Isles of the Pacific.

Cheap Editions of Popular Volumes lor Young People
each.

The Romance of Invention
Vignettes from the Annals of
Industry and Science.

Esther "West.
Three Homes.

In Quest of Gold ; or. Under
the "Whanaa EaUs.

On Board the Esmeralda ;CT,
Martin Leigh's Log.

Illustrated. 2S. 6d.

For Queen and King.
"Working to "Win.
Perils Afloat and Brigands

Ashore.

Two-Shilling Story Books. All Illustrated.

stories of the Tower.
Mr. Burke's Nieces.
May Chinningham's TriaL
The Top of the Ladder

:

How to Reach it.

Little Flotsam.
Madge and her Friends.

Half-crown Story Books.

The Children of the Court.
A Moonbeam Tangle.
Maid Marjory.
The Four Cats of the Tip-

pertons.
Marion's Two Homes.
Little Folks' Sunday Book.

School Girls.

Two Fourpenny Bits.
Poor Nelly.
Tom Heriot.
Aunt Tabitha's "WaifS.
In Mischief Again.
Through Peril to Fortune^
^eggy. and other Tales.

Little Hinges.
Margaret's Enemy.
Pen's Perplexities.
Notable Shipwrecks.
Golden Days.
"Wonders of Common Things.

At the South Pole.
Truth will Out.
Pictures of School Life and Boyhood.
The Young Man in the Battle of Life.

the Rev. Dr. Landels.
Soldier and Patriot (George "Washington),

By

CasseU's Pictorial Scrap Book.
cloth back, 3s. 6d. psr Vol.

Our Scrap Book.
The Seaside Scrap Book.
The Little Folks' Scrap Book.

In Si-K Sectional Volumes. Paper boards.

The Magpie Scrap Book.
The Lion Scrap Book.
Ihe Elephant Scrap Book.

Library of Wonders. Illustrated Gift-books for Boys. Cloth, is. 6d.

"Wonderful Adventures.
"Wonderful Balloon Ascents.

"Wonders of Animal Instinct.

"Wonders of Bodily Strength and SkilL
"Wonderful Escapes.

Books lor the Little Ones. Fully Illustrated.

Rhymes for the Young Folk. By WiUiam
Allingham. Beautifully Illustrated. 3s. 6d.

The Sunday Scrap Book. With Several

Hundred Illustrations. Boards, 3s. 6d. ; cloth,

giJt edges, 5s.

The History Scrap Book. With nearly
1,000 EngravinsiS. 58. ; cloth, 7s. 6d.

Cassell's Robinson Crusoe. With 100

lliusuations. Cloth, 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 5s.

Fairy Tales. Illustrated. 3s. 6d.

The Old Fairy Tales. With Original Illus-
trations. Boards, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

My Diary. With Twelve Coloured Plates and
366 Woodcuts. IS.

The Pilgrim's Progress. With Coloured
Illustrations. 2S. 6d.

Cassell's Swiss Family Robinson. Illus-
trated. Cloth, 3s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 5s.

The World's Workers. A Series of New and Original Volumes by Popular
Authors. With Portraits printed on a tint as Frontispiece, is. each.

(Charles Haddon Spurgeon. By G. Holden
Pike.

Dr. Arnold of Rugby. By Rose E. Selfe.

The Earl of Shaftesbury.
Sarah Robinson, Agnes Weston, and Mrs.

Meredith.
Thomas A. Edison and Samuel F, B.

Morse.
Mrs. Somerville and Mary Carpenter.
General Gordon.
Charles Dickens.
Florence Nightingale, Catherine Marsh,

Frances Ridley Havergal, Mrs. Ran-
yardC'L. N. R.").

Dr. Guthrie, Father Mathew, Elihu Bur-
ritt, Joseph Livesey.

Sir Henry Haveloek and Colin Campbell
Lord Clyde.

Abraham Lincoln.
David Livingstone.
George Muller and Andrew Reed.
Richard Cobden.
Benjamin Franklin.
HandeL
Turner the Artist.
George and Robert Stephenson.
Sir Titus Salt and George Moore.

• • Tfu above Works ^excluding- Richard Cobden and C. H. Spurgeon) can also be had Thru in
One Vol., uoch.giU eai/es, 3J.

CASSELL tfc COJI^FAIVV, Lzmiled, Ludgaie Hill, London,

fans lb Melbourne,










